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A SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM THE STAFF OF THE OSIRIS FILES 


We take great pleasure In welcoming you to the first Issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. Over elght years 
ago, with a BATTLESTAR GALACTICA fanzIne known by the unlikely name of PURPLE AND ORANGE?, we 
began an adventure Into media sclence fiction fandom. As time passed, we found our BATTLESTAR 
GALACTICA fanzine IncreasIngly more restrictive, until we could no longer possibly confine 
ourselves to the IImIits of that one unlverse; too many of us had too many other Interests. And 
so PURPLE AND ORANGE? was lald to rest at the end of 1986. And @ new adventure began. 


In this and forthcoming Issues of our new general media fanzine, you will find the ultimate In 
quality fiction and art, which we trust will entertain you with adventure, drama, tragedy, 
comedy, and romance. We welcome all universes here, and will try to bring you, our treasured 
readers, whatever most Interests and delights you. 


In our premlere Issue, you will meet Stringfellow Hawke (AIRWOLF), who Is captured by a ghost 
from his past -- and Is In very real danger of becoming a ghost himself when Archangel Is con- 
vinced he has turned on the Firm. You wlll briefly fly with the angels -- well, with Ralph 
Hinckley, guardian angel (GREATEST AMERICAN HERO) -=- who Is relleved to know his newest acqualnt- 
ance doesn't think he Is a bird, or worse yet, an alrplane. You will vlew the Destruction of the 
Twelve Colontes (BATTLESTAR GALACTICA) from a new vantage polint, on the militarized planet 
Sagittara, and will witness a reunton of old friends. 


And you will also find the only author!lzed continuation of "Survive the Alllance," our epic 
multi-universe tale of the VIsItors, the human Resistance on Earth, the Colonlal Fleet, and the 
Cylons. This story was created for OSIRIS Publications and began between the covers of PURPLE 
AND ORANGE?, our predecessor fanzine; It wIill conclude In THE OSIRIS FILES. The enemies gather 
once more, and Earth's very survival Is at stake... 


And now, welcome to this first Issue -- and to the many worlds -- of THE OSIRIS FILES! 
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EDITORIAL: An Armed Camp? 


There Is a growing tendency In the community loosely called "fandom" that we, as concerned 
members of that community, find highly disturbIng. It Is the tendency to mimic one aspect of 
what we refer to as the mundane world, and take weapons with us wherever we go. 


This past summer marked the first "Weaponscon" In Atlanta, Georgla, an event where all fans 
attending had to carry a weapon of some sort at all times. For those who didn't bring one, the 
convention committee oblIgingly provided a "weapon" for everyone -- In the form of a membership 
badge shaped IIke a dagger. Not every weapon at the convention was real -- but they might have 
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been. And this -- the very concept of Weaponscon -- Is what dIsturbs us. 


More and more, we read about acclidents Involving weapons. And more and more, we see fans at 
conventions wandering from room to room, panel to panel, event to event, carryIng thelr assorted 
knives, swords, and guns with them wherever they go- We grant certaln weapons have thelr place 
-- but only at certain times, and under certain conditions. While there Is certalInly no need to 
wleld a sword In an art show, we admit a fantasy barbarlan would probably look quite ridiculous 
In a masquerade presentation If he stalked hIs enemy without one. 


We feel a serlous problem concerning weapons -- both anclent and futuristic -- exists In fandom 
today. Every time a sword or dagger Is drawn to display to a frlend or acqualIntance, there Is a 
potential for disaster. As examples, we present two possIble scenarlos. 


A fan holds a drawn sword In his hand, showIng It to a friend In a crowded dealers' room. Some- 
one accidentally jostles him In the crowd -- and someone else equally accidentally gets cut, 
perhaps badly. 


A fan fires his fully functional home-made laser Into the alr as part of a presentation at a 
masquerade, just as someone enters the room from the rear. Unfortunately, the newcomer Is 
directly In the line of fire -- and equally unfortunately, that person finds himself perman- 
ently blinded, the delicate retina of his eye destroyed by an InvisIble laser beam. 


Impossible? Not at alle It Is no more Impossible than a child accidentally killIng his best 
friend with his father's gun -- and that, as we well Know, happens all too often. Nearly every 
fan who attends major conventions has seen potentially hazardous Incidents occur tIime and time 
againe That these accidents have not yet resulted In serlous Injury Is more or less a matter of 
luck. 


Time is against us In this, for more and more people are attending sclence fiction conventions -- 
and many of these people simply do not know how to handle themselves around weapons, or how to 
handle the weapons themselves. The danger Is very real. 


And there Is no reason for this danger to exist at alle Why should fans need to carry weapons at 
a convention? As the conventions become larger, as more and more people dIscover the wonders of 
sclence fiction, fantasy, and fandom, we find amongst ourselves an IncreasIng need for a new 
maturitye Anyone so Insecure as to need a knife, sword, or gun on hIs person whl le wandering the 
halls of a convention hotel Is far too Immature to be allowed to attend a convention by hImself. 
He Is a danger, both to himself and to all those around him. 


We malntalIn that the possIbIl|lItles for disaster are endless. Isn't It time fandom grew up, at 
least a |lIttle? 






---Joy C. Harris 
Managing EdItor 
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"None So BI Ind" 


(By LInda Ruth Pfonner) 


A black helicopter, sleek and deadly-lookIng, hovered nIne storles above the street, Just outsIde 
an apartment bullding In downtown Los Angeles. 


"Is he visible yet?" the pllot Inquired. 


"The apartment's emptys We can't hover here too long," the engIneer fretted. "Somebody's gonna 
call the cops." 


"Don't worry," the pllot replied soothingly. "He'l! be here. And It's the middle of the night. 
Hardly anybody's going to notice us out here. Besides, what could the police do?" 


His companion started to argue, then caught a glimpse of something on hIs scanner screen. 
"There! He's coming In now. Stand byes. Give him time to get Inside..." 


The helicopter rocked slightly as the pilot shifted In his seat, flexing hIs hand on the controls. 
"2 eNow!" 


The pilot's hand tightened on his firing control, and bullets from the helicopter's chaln-guns 
laced the apartment, demolIshing everything. 


"Got 'Im!" the engineer exulted. "Let's get out of here!" 

Before he could even finish speaking, the helicopter was climbIng, leaving one apartment out of 
hundreds rulned, one man out of thousands messIly dead. Sirens walled on the street below, but 
the deadly black alrcraft was long gone before the police thought of calling In alr support of 


their own. 


And that was number fourteen. 
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"Well?" 


Marella took a deep breath. She hated making these reports. "Another successful assassInation 
last night, sir." 


"Detaillse" The order was perfunctory. 


"Nguyen Kao Jho, age thirty-seven, Vietnamese Immigrant, granted U.S. cltizenship 4 April 1976. 
He was employed by the Firm In Vliet Nam, In varlous capacities, from 3 August 1970 untI! 1 
December 1974. He escaped Salgon aboard an airlift on 30 April 1975 -- the last day of U.S. 
presence. Several dozen thirty-calibre chaln-gun bullets were sprayed through his ninth-floor 


apartment from a hellfcopter hovering outside. The description of the helicopter, glven by 
witnesses In nelghbourting apartments, Is sketchy, but conforms to other sightings at the scenes 
of the other assassInations." 


"AIRWOLF," Michael ColdsmIith-Briggs I11 sald bitterly. "Dammit, | wish | knew why!" 


"SIreee" Marella squared her shoulders as he rounded on her savagely. "Sir, the description of 
the helicopter alone Is not conclusive evidence. AIRWOLF was Intentionally desIgned to resemble 
& standard -- albelt expensIve -- executIve helicopter, so she could pretend to clvIillan, unarmed 
status unless and untI| It became necessary to actively change that status. 


"Hawke has no motive for these murders. All fourteen victims were actively employed by the Firm 
while he was In Viet Nam, yes- But he stayed In 'Nam for nearly sIx years, sic! After Saltnt 
John was lost, he never even took a leave outside the country. He would certainly have attempted 
to remain behind [ff he hadn't been In the hospital when Salgon fell. Most of these victims 
helped him look for his brother, or at least made It possIble for hIm to continue lookIng. Why 
would he be systematically killing them off now?" 


Her supertor leaned on his desk, rubbing his temples. Marella bit her IIp.- This hurt Michael, 
too, and she knew he was taking a lot of flak from the Committee -- his personal |legeman was 
running amok, and they all knew It. 


He didn't answer her directly. "Call him In, will you, Marella? If he's Innocent -- or If he 
thinks he's safe -- he'll come. But | want to talk to him face to face." 


=< © & BH 


Stringfellow Hawke was puzzled by the summons to Langley- Marella's volce had been tight with 
suppressed emotion, but he hadn't been able to crack her shielding to find out what was bothering 
her. Whatever It was, It had to Involve Michael. So It never occurred to hIm to refuse, much as 
he disliked venturing Into the Ifon's mouth, as It were. After all, If the Firm decided to cut 
their losses, they could just as easlly take him, and trust to hIs own threatened booby trap on 
AIRWOLF to remove the hellcopter from action. 


That's dumb, he told himself as he headed for Michael's office, a security badge hanging from the 
pocket of his sult coat. Michael approves of this arrangement of ourse And since that problem 
In Germany, even Zeus approves, [f grudgingly. NothIng's golng to happen... 


But he couldn't relax. Something was serlously wrong; he could feel It In the alr. He walked 
gingerly down the carpeted hallway, feeling as If he walked on eggs. 


Marella opened the door at hIs knock, greeting him with a fervor he ordinarlly would have teased 
her about. It was a running joke between them that she had a hidden passion for him, or possIbly 
for Dominic Santini, although she always Insisted her concerns were strictly for Michael and for 
AIRWOLF, In that order. 


But today, there was no humour In him, and one look at Marella told him there was none In her, 
elther. He squared his shoulders, and faced the sIllent man behInd the desk. 
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In another part of the bulldiIng, not far from Michael's office, one of the women on Marella's 


staff picked up a telephone and dialed an outside IIne. 
"He's here," she told the man who answered. "No, | don't know when he'II be leaving. He may not 


be. You'll just have to stay ready." She paused for a moment, IIstening. "I'II warn you If | 
cane Good-bye." 


i a i s 


The Deputy Director of the Firm sat with his back to the office, his fingers steepled before him, 
his attention focussed on the bright afternoon outside the wide windows. "Where were you last 
night?" 

Hawke frowned. "Home. Why?" 

"When was the last time you took AIRWOLF out?" 

"Thursdays That courier mission we did for youe WII! you tell me what's wrong?" 


Michael sighed. "You may as well give It up." 


"Give what up?" Hawke was thoroughly confused, and fear was growIng In hIm.e Whatever It was, It 
was blgger than he was, too big to fight... 


"This pretense of Innocence! | don't care about Dominic; he's always been your responsIbIIlIty. 
But | trusted you, Hawke! And this Is how you repay me? How much are they paylIng you? And who 
are they? I think | deserve at least that much!" 

He felt the ITlon's Jaws closing on him; he could feel the fangs, and smell the predator's hot 
breath on his back. "| don't know what you're talking about, Michael. Just what Is It I'm 
supposed to have done?" 

"Marella." Archangel's Icy volce conveyed an order to speak. 

She swallowed hard when she saw the bewlldered, trapped look In Hawke's eyes. "Over the past 
three weeks, fourteen people who elther were or have been employed by the Firm have been mur- 


dered." 


Hawke didn't speak, but turned to watch the reflection of Michael's face In the window glass. 
The woman took a deep breath and went on. 


"These fourteen men all had several other things In common, besides simply belng ours. 


"First, they were all employed by the Firm In Viet Nam, at some time during the perlod 1970 
through 1975." 


Hawke blinked. He had been In Viet Nam throughout that entire time frame -- but so had thousands 
of other Americans, both servicemen and civilians. 


"Second, they were all Involved, In one way or another, directly or Indirectly, In your search 
for Saint John." 


He swallowed dryly. It was ImpossIble not to see where the conversation was leading. 
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"Third," she stated, her volce betraying her own distress, "all were killed by thirty-caltbre 
machine or chaln-guns fired from a hellcopter hovering outside a window. All descriptions of the 
helicopter agree It Is a Bell 222, painted black or dark charcoal, with a white or light grey 
underside." 


"Michael, you can't think that I..." 


"Don't try to deny It!" the man code-named Archangel! cut him off. "I don't have enough evidence 
to have you arrested -- yet. As Marella keeps pointing out, all the evidence Is circumstantial. 
| can't prove you're killing them off. But this has got to stop! I don't care what they're 
offering you!" 


Hawke Ignored the accusations, and turned toward Marellae "Who's dead?" he demanded. 
She handed hIm a IIst of names, and he scanned It rapidly- He did know them all -- or had. 


"Michael, | haven't seen any of these people since early 1975, before | was shot down that last 
time. Why should | want any of them dead? They tried to help me! Chan KI damned near got 
skInned by the NVA when he was caught trying to Infiltrate a prison camp to see If Salnt John was 
being held there. It took me four days to get him out, and | had to mortgage my soul to the 
medics to get him treated. And It was LI Tong who pulled me out of the wreckage the last time | 
went down. He saved my IIfe! Why would | take his? You're crazy!" 


"According to our psych department, you're the one who's unstable," Marella sald mlserably, 
avoiding his eyes. "You're anti-social, a self-proclaimed hermit...you've had a IIcense to 
kT Ill..-you've suffered a series of traumatizing losses...and you've refused to accept the possiI- 
bility that your brother Is dead..." 


"| never sald that," he growled. "I just want to know. That's all I've ever asked of you -- 
hard datae One way or the other." 


"| assume," MIchael sald so acidly that Hawke turned to stare at him, "that someone else offered 
you something you wanted more than what | offered. I'm really dlsappolnted In you, Hawke. | 
would have expected you to at least glve me a chance to meet thelr bid." 


"Michael..." 


Archangel cut him off. "I'm not really Interested In your rationalizations about It. It doesn't 
matter. You're staying here, In custody, until we unravel thls entire plot." 


The office door opened, and Hawke whirled. He froze In mid-motion, hIs hands carefully held away 
from hIs_ body. The two M.P.'s In the doorway were both armed, and both weapons were almed 
directly at him. Trapped, he turned to glare at Michael. 


"Thanks. It's always nice to know who your friends really are..." 


Archangel still didn't turn to face him. "You aren't under arrest. This Is just detention for 
questioning." 


Hawke didn't move untI| the M.P.'s came close, holstered their sIde-arms, and lald ungentle hands 
on him, Intending to hustle him out. Until that moment, he hadn't decided what to do. The 


M.P.'s were each a full head taller than he, and each easIly outweighed him by fifty pounds. But 
at the first touch of thelr hands, he exploded Into savage, blurringly fast motion. Both M.P.'s 
were down, unconsclous, before they had time to blink, and Hawke scooped up a fallen sIide-arm as 
he headed out the door. He was gone before elther Michael or Marella could react. 


Archangel stghed wearily, and spun his chalr around slowly, facing the room for the first time. 
"You knew you could never take him Into custody," his assistant accused him. "Why did you try?" 
He avolded meeting her eyese "The Committee Posted hIm thls morning." 


She gasped. "Posting" was Firm shorthand. It meant al! active-duty agents had been notified 
that Hawke had turned, and was, therefore, falr game, to be shot on sight. 


"Keeping him here," the man continued, "was the only way to keep hIm allve long enough to get to 
the bottom of this whole mess." 


Marella looked at the two men Hawke had gone through to escape -- both were still unconsclous -- 
and shivered. "Sir? What If he uses AIRWOLF to flght back? He has no reason to hide any 
longer..." 
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There was only one way off Langley Air Force Base without credentials, and Hawke was certaln 
Archangel had Invalldated his the moment he was out of sight. He stole the first jeep he found, 
and headed for the hellcopter pad. Nestled In among the milltary vehIcles and a few ostensIbly 
cilviltan craft was Michael's own Angel. 


A wintry smile flickered across the hunted man's face, and he headed for her. As he expected, 
there was no real guard. The Firm would be reluctant to admit to the AlIr Force -=- which ran the 
base -- that they were hunting one of thelr owne Besides, It was only poetic that he should 


escape In his erstwhlle friend's own private craft. 


He started her up with no problem, and was already airborne before the sergeant In charge came 
running out of his office. He couldn't hear what the man shouted, nor did he care. 


Hawke made It off the base without difficulty -- the white helicopter was well known to al! 
personnel -- and began to wonder where he should go. The Angel was extremely distinctive, and he 


couldn't keep her long. 


I've got to warn Dom, he realized suddenly. Michael sald he didn't care about him, but somebody 
else might. I!'ve got to assume they've Posted me by nowe.. 


He reached for the radio, and was setting the SantinI Alr frequency when bullets cut the alr all 
eround the white helicopter. The radio forgotten, he twisted In his seat to look behInd hIm. 


Three Cobra gun-shIips followed him. HIs head-phones crackled to IIfe. 
"Set that bird down, or be shot down, Hawkee. We don't much care which." 


He didn't bother to reply. The Angel wasn't armoured; he would have IIttle chance If he tried to 
rune He pulled out the forty-flve calibre automatic he'd taken from the M.P. and checked the 
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clipe Fully loaded. He prepared to sell himself dearly. 


The white helicopter headed for the deck, and the Cobras followed her. Just as the landing gear 
was about to touch down, the Angel's tall whipped around In a fast pedal turne In attempting to 
dodge the swinging tall, one Cobra crashed Into the craft beside It, and both tumbled to the 
ground. The third pllot gave an Inarticulate yell and charged, all his guns blazing. 


Hawke cursed, and yanked at his controls. Bullets from the Cobra's guns ripped through the 
Angel's hull as If she were as ethereal as her namesake, and the control stick swung loose In his 
hand. 


He tried to bank her away as another volley laced the cockpIt. A savage blow to his left leg 
nearly threw him from his seat. 


Hawke gasped In palin, and looked down to see blood soaking hIs pants-leq. A wave of dizziness 
swept over him. Reality reeled around him as he remembered hIs last missfon In 'Nam == alone, 
like this, his crew dead all around him; wounded, IIke this, unable to fight or flee, IIke this, 
outnumbered, like thlisee. 


Her controls completely severed by gun-fire, the Ange! plowed Into the ground not a quarter of a 
mile from the wreckage of the two Cobras. FollowIng orders, the crews of all three gun-shIps 
came running. The first one died with a forty-five callbre bullet In his brain, and the others 
took cover. 


But they outnumbered the embattled pIllot. Eventually, they wore him out. 
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"We've found the Angel," Marella reported quietly. "Ten miles south of heree She was shot down. 
Total loss." 


Archangel turned from the window, frowning. "And? Don't make me quiz you for every detall..." 


"There was no body In the wreckage, but there was a lot of blood," she explained. "It typed out 
to match Hawke's. There was other wreckage nearby -- two armed Cobras. No bullet holes In 
elther; they apparently ran Into one another. No bodies there, elther, and no appreciable amount 
of blood. 


"They were not military or Firm aircraft, sir. 1! ordered no pursult, and | know you didn't. The 
base commander wouldn't have done so without Informing use So -- who was chasing Hawke?" 


"I'm sure we'll find out -- when some other agent turns hIm In for a commendation. If they took 
him allve, they may even squeeze him for AIRWOLF. The agent who turns both Hawke and AIRWOLF 
over to the Committee will get an ImpressIve reward." 


Marella stared at hIm, horror In her eyes. 
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Hawke's first sensation was one of palin-e He hurt all over, and he made no attempt to move or 
open his eyes; that, he was sure, would only make the paln worse. Instead, he kept his breathing 
slow and shallow, and IIistened. There were people talking all around him. 
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Thelr words were difficult to make out. The first one he recognized was a name. 
"..eArchangel ?" 

"He'll be at the Sanctuary by the fifteenth. We'll meet him there." 

"All right. It will be a very significant meeting." 


Several people laughed and departed.e He heard the clatter of thelr footsteps. But there was 
stIll a conversation golng on near him. 


"You can't use that stuff on @ man with a concussIon, Pam," a man's voice protested. "It might 
scramble his brain permanently, and then you wouldn't get anything out of him at all." 


"He surely won't talk without belIng coerced," a woman's voice polnted out dryly. 
"There are other ways of coercing a man Into telling you what you want to know," the man grumbled. 


"You just want to get your grubby little hands on him, Fred," the woman sneered. "He's not your 
typee- Besides, he'd tear you to plecese You're careless, and you know It." 


"I've organized fourteen perfect assassinations," he retorted, stung. 


"Yes, yes, and I'm sure the ‘front office’ will be pleased," a second woman Interrupted. Her 
voice sounded famillar, and Hawke frowned faintly, trying to remember where he'd known her. "But 
your subject Is waking upe- Make your decIslIons now." 


Having been discovered, Hawke opened his eyes and tried to movee It was frultlesse He was tied 
down to a table-top, his wrists and ankles cuffed to the legs. Nylon straps stretched over hls 
body and, chokIngly Tight, over hIs throat. He couldn't do more than twitch. 


As his awareness cleared further, he began to consclously take stock of his injurles. He felt 
brufsed and battered all over, but that hardly countede HIs head hurt -- he remembered hIittIng 
the console at the moment of Impact, and kIIIlIng at least three men who came after hIm. After 
that, everything got foggy, and faded out. 


But that pain wasn't enough to worry hIme What he was concerned about was the much more serious 
pain In his left leg, just above the kneee- Any least attempt at motion hurt flercely, and al- 
though he could feel the slight constriction of some sort of bandage over the wound, underneath 
the gauze he could feel a steady trickling warmth. The bone ached, and he wondered If the bullet 
had nicked It, or possibly even cracked It. It wasn't broken -- but such a slow, steady loss of 
blood could be even more dangerous In the long run. 


The two women approached him, and Hawke retreated behind his well-used mask of ImpassIve IndIf- 
ference. It became difficult to maintain the mask when he recognized the brunette. 


Charlene.ee» One of Marella's chlef assistants, one of Archangel's executIve staff. Her presence 
meant the day's events had all been some kind of elaborate charade, probably for the Committee's 


benefit. Michael sacrificed me to Zeus In order to keep hIs cushy job as Deputy Director... 


Oh, God, what about Dome..? 
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"He recognizes me," Charlene drawled. "Should | be flattered?" 

"Charlee..." the blonde spoke warningly. 

But the brunette was oblivious. "If he knows me, Pamela, then he knows what we're gotng to do to 
hime That's good. A little anticipation never hurtse" She stood over the bound, helpless 
prisoner, and smiled. "We want AIRWOLF, Hawke. And we'll get It from youe One wayeee™ She 
gestured at Pamela, who was readyIng a hypodermic syringe with a professtonal deftness that spoke 
volumese "ees.or another." She Indicated Fred, who studied the prisoner's helpless body with an 
unhealthy avidity that made Hawke turn cold InstIde. 

"Ladies first," Pamela announced. She tightened a tournlIquet around hIs left arm to ralse a 
veln, Inserted the needle -- he twitched when he felt It -- and freed the band. A hot rush went 
through him, and he felt all his muscles sag as hIs mind fogged over. He lay very still, his 


eyes half-closed, luxurfating In the fact that the drug made the palIn In hIs leg much easter to 
bear. 


But after the drug had several minutes to establish Itself In hls system, the Interrogation began. 
"What Is your name?" 


"Ssstringfel low..sHawke.e." He could hear the slowness of his response, the blurred pronuncla- 
tion that was a product of the drug. 


"How old are you?" 
"Th Irty-four. eo” 
"How long have you worked for the Firm?" 


He tried to fight back, to refuse to answer, but It wasn't worth the monumental effort of will 
resistance required. "I don't..." 


"You are a speclal agent for the Firm." 

He shook his head slowly, groggily» "No..." 

"You work for Michael ColdsmIth-Briggs, for Archangel." 

"No!" That was the truth. In a manner of speaking, Michael actually worked for him. 
"Then who do you work for?" 


He fought the question desperately, not wanting to Involve Dominic If It could be at all avolded. 
"Santini Alr.eeprivate charters an'..-an' stuntsee." 


"You have AIRWOLF." 


He could feel himself starting to drift, and encouraged It. Her last sentence wasn't a question, 
and the farther away he drifted, the easler It became to [Ignore things that didn't demand an- 
Swerse He said nothing. 
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"Hawke!" The sound of hIs name brought his attention backe "How did you get AIRWOLF?" 
He was still rather proud of Ite "I! stole ‘er..." 
"Where Is AIRWOLF now?" 


He wondered If Dominic might not be out practicing solo flights; he'd been talkIng about It. "lI 
duUNNOe ee" 


Charlene swore. "Where do you keep AIRWOLF between mIssIons?" 

"She's safeeee" he mumbled tiredly. 

"Where?" 

"In th' Lalreee" Wasn't that obvious? Where else would she be? Even Michael knew thateee 


He felt hands on hIs arm as Charlene reached for the hypodermic and Injected another dose, tryIng 
to force the answers she wanted. 


"Hawke! Where Is this Lair?" 


But as the drug hIt hIm a second time, he gasped. What had been a hot rush the first time was 
now flames running through his body. The women were forgottene He was trapped In burning 
wreckageee. He would dle, and nelther Dom nor Michael would ever know he was Innocentee. 


"Where Is AIRWOLF's Lair?" 


The shouted words meant nothInge He was Captaln Hawke agalIn, trapped In the wreckage of a burn- 
Ing Huey, surrounded by Vietnamese jungle, hls right arm and shoulder smashed, his left trapped 
beneath him. He was unable to movee Flames IIcked at him; smoke choked hIme He was golfing to 
die -- and then, who would continue the search for Saint John? 


"Hawke! Where Is AIRWOLF's Lair? Answer me!" 

But he was lost In a decade-old nightmare, and didn't hear here Nor, when he opened his eyes, 
did he see her. Instead, he saw the young Vietnamese soldier who had come back to pull hIm out 
of hIs wrecked and burning shIpe He tried to smile through the pain and the helpless fear. 

ag Tongeee" 

Charlene slapped hIm. "Pay attention, Hawkee Where Is The Lair? Where Is AIRWOLF?" 

L1 Tong was as careful as he could be, considerate of the Captain's Injurltes, but the paln was 


too much to bear. Broken bones In his arm and shoulder grated agonizIngly when the Vietnamese 
tried to move hIm, and Hawke gratefully surrendered awareness. 


* & & & 


The telephone rang, and Dominic Santini leaned lazily over to grab Ite "Santini Air," he said 
cheer fully. 
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"Dominic?" 

He stralghtened up- "Marella? What's wrong?" 

"Have you seen Hawke In the past two days? Or spoken to him at all?" 

He frowned thoughtfully. “No. Why?" 

There was a moment's pause. It was eloquent; Marella never did anything unintentionally» "We 
have made a...tactical error In dealing with him," she sald slowly. "He stole the Angel, and 
escaped from Langley-e." 


"Escaped? Why should he've had to escape? What did you do to him?" 


She explained, not trylIng to spare elther herself or her superfor. Then, reluctantly, she told 
him about the wreck of the white helicopter. 


He was Incensed. "He may be somewhere near there, hurt, or dyIng.-.! Dammit, Marella..." 


"Dominic, there were other people there. The crews of the two Cobras survived. Hawke has been 
captured, and we don't know who has hime I guarantee this was not an official Firm operation." 


"What do you want from me?" AIl his original amlabllIty was gone. 

She swallowed hard. "Dominic, leeel know he's Innocent. I'm certain Michael knows It, too, 
though he can't admit It out loud- But the Committee Posted Hawke that morning. Every Firm 
agent on the planet Is empowered to shoot hIm on sight. You're not Included; you aren't a Firm 
employee, so we have no Jurisdiction over youe But Hawke's connection with you Is known, and, 
therefore, Firm personnel wll! haunt you and your business. Caltlin, too, I'm afraid." 

He swallowed. "Is the cabIn secure?" 

"| doubt It," she replied slowly. "It's In hfs dossier." 

"if he gets free, he may show up there." 


"He was hurt In the crash," she protested. "How could he get up there?" 


"1 don't know," he admitted with some forced cheer. "But | gave up trying to figure out how he 
does things a long time ago." 


"Well, If he contacts youee." Marella paused. "If he contacts you, tell him I'm trying to get 
the Posting IIfted. I'Il call you when | succeed -- but you keep him under cover unti! then!" 


"I'll tell him," Santin!I promised. "If | see him." 
"Thank you, Dominic. And.seeand I'm sorry. Belleve that, please?" 
"You sound as If you think he's dead." 


"No agent has ever survived ten days under a Posting. HIs only hope Is hiding out somewhere safe 
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unti! we can get It IIiftede 1! don't think he realizes that. And two of his days are already 
gone." 


"{f he's a prisoner somewhere, that won't matter much, will It?" He hung up before she could 
respond. 


For a long moment, he Just sat, replaying the conversation In hIs head, trytIng to fully grasp the 
potential for horror. He felt terribly cold Inside as he thought of Hawke's situation -- hunted 
by allfes as well as foes, probably a prisoner alreadye.. 


"Dom, Is something wrong? You sounded SO«see" CaltiIn O'Shaunessy's voice traltled off when she 
saw the forbIdding expression on hIs facee "Domeee? What Is It?" 


He told her everything Marella had sald. Halfway through the recital, she blindly sought a chair 
and collapsed Into ite When he was finished, she sat still, horrIiftied. 


"What can we do?" she whIisperede "How can we find him?" 


"Marella's sure to be doing her usual detective work," he answered thoughtfully. "She'|l! call us 
with any Information. There's no one In the Firm she can trust with It." 


"Let's take AIRWOLF over to the wreck site. Maybe we can pick up something with the sensors that 
they missed." 


"All right. It's sure better than sItting here and worrylInge" He didn't mention the other 
thought that occurred to him. If Hawke was belIng Interrogated for AIRWOLF's location, and If he 
cracked -- which wasn't totally unImagInable -- then AIRWOLF would be safer In the sky, with 
them... 


eee KH 


Hawke woke up slowly, aware first of extreme discomfort. He was stiff and sore, and hIs mouth 
tasted IIke a barracks floor on Sunday morning. HIs wounded leg was flaming agony, and his head 
throbbed as If someone was trying to open his skull with a jackhammer. He lay stIIlI and tried to 
listen past the pounding headache, to think past the palin. If he was alone, he was determined to 
try to escape. 


He couldn't detect anyone near hime Accustomed to trusting the acuteness of hIs hearing, he 
opened his eyes. 


He was alone. He lay flat on his back on a cold concrete floor. The room was small; he lay In a 
corner formed by two concrete walls, opposite another made of simple paneling. The door was a 
cheap Interlor onee The cellling was made of suspended tiles, and the IIghtIng was bright enough 
to hurt his eyes. 


He tried to move, and found his hands were cuffed together In front. The connecting chain was 
padilocked to another, longer one, which was belted around him through the loops tn his slacks. 
He struggled to sit up, leaning against the wall, clenching his teeth agalnst the pain that 
flared In hIs leg when he moved It. HIs ankles were shackled together, and the chaln padlocked 
to an eye-bolt driven Into the concrete wall. 


Hawke sagged agalnst the cold wall, defeated. This was a professional Job -- fine chrome steel 
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chalns and Yale locks. He had nothing withIn reach or sight that might be used as a lock=-pick, 
and he would need a torch or bolt-cutters to dispose of the chalns. 


There was no possIbI|lIty of anyone coming to rescue hIme He was a prisoner of the Firm, and they 
would never tell Dominic what happened. As far as Dom would ever know, he would simply have 
disappeared, never to be seen agalne Eventually, Michael would convince him to surrender AIRWOLF. 


His luck had flnally run out. 


A dull anger began to grow In him, warring with patn for hIs attentlon.e Who does Michael think 
he is? What right does Zeus have to arbitrarily declde I'm a traltor, a murderer, and pronounce 
sentence on me without even a pretense of due process? If | Just disappear IItke thls, Dom wil! 
fairly well go out of his mind. | have to get out, get away, get free... If he could get word 
to Dominic where he was belng held -- assuming he could figure that out -- Dom and CaltlIn, tn 
AIRWOLF, would surely come for hIm. 


Hawke tried to find a slightly less painful posItion, but It couldn't be done. Dizzy, he col- 
lapsed back against the wall and closed hIs eyes, panting. Whatever "truth drug" Charlene had 
used on him, It didn't wear off quickly. He felt weak and groggy. 


He assumed he hadn't given them much useful Information -- there would be no reason to continue 
keeping hIm allve If he had talked. They'd Just glve him an overdose, and dump the body some 
place where the vultures and coyotes would oblige by removing the evidence. He remembered II+tle 
of the Interrogation Itself; hls dreams had all been of death and dying, and he avolded thinking 
about them. 


He had nearly drifted off to sleep again when the door opened. HIs eyes Snapped open at the 
sound, but he gave no other outward reaction. Of hls three known captors, the one he wished 
least to face alone was the man standing In the doorway. 


Fred Patten savoured his prisoner's helplessness. Hawke met the Inspection with an ImpassIve 
stare, but shuddered under hIs cultivated stolcIsm when the older man smiled and licked his lips 
In anticIpation. Hawke could see In Patten the sIgns of a warped and perverted personality that 
delighted In paln, both physical and emotional. He was careful not to move. The man reminded 
him, stckenIngly, of Charles Moffett. 


Patten smiled as he entered the room. HIs prisoner couldn't physically retreat, and refused to 
accept the psychological defeat of looking up at the other man. Hawke relaxed In the corner 
where he sat, and yawned, not bothering to look at hIs captor at all, depending on his other 
senses for clues. 


"SssOOeee" The word was a reptilian hiss. "You would have done better to tell Charlee what she 
wanted to knowe Much better. As undesirable as are the side effects of that nasty babble drug 
she I!Ikes so much, you would certainly prefer that to what elther Pamela Moffett or | wlll do to 
youe" 


Hawke raked the man with a scorn-filled glance, usIng It as an excuse to study hIs foe's face for 
& moment. 


Walt a minute! Pamela Moffett...? 


"| see the name means something to you," Patten commented. "I, personally, never met the man, but 
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Pamela tends to wax voluble and savagely poetic on her father's virtues, and on her own rather 
nasty plans for the government agent who stole his ultimate creation, destroyed hIs reputation, 
and then murdered him In cold blood. Sometimes, | think Pamela is not quite sane." 


"Charles Moffett," Hawke sald dryly, surprised at how rusty his volce felt and sounded, "was 
psychotice He deserved everything that happened to him." 


"Of course, you would say that," Patten purred. "Since you are the government agent In question. 
But Pamela, I'm afrald, does not agreee And since Pamela attached Charlene, she no longer 
listens to me." 

"SOweee" Hawke yawned again, and settled himself more comfortably In the corner. "Who gets me 
next? You, or Pamela?" He was very proud of that nonchalant tone; Inside, he was shaking, 
fighting back an Irrational desIre to wrestle with the chalns that held hIm. But hls control was 
still perfect, and no sign of his struggle was visible. 

"That depends entirely on you, Mr. Hawke," Charlene's volce answered hIs question, and he glanced 
toward the door, startied by her sudden appearance. "We could end all thIis unpleasantness much 
more quickly and easIly If you would just tell us what we want to know." 


"No. " 


"Really, Mr. Hawkee" She sighed. "You are belIng foollshe All you are doling Is slow!ng us down. 
Eventually, you will tell.- You know that as well as |. Anyone can be broken." 


He regarded her through half-closed eyes, hiding behind the mask of uncaring Indifference he had 
been bullding and strengthening since the age of twelve. "Maybe," he allowed. "Eventually. | 
have all the time In the world. Do you?" 

Her eyes flashed dangerously.- Then she turned and called out loudly, "Pam! You ready for him?" 
"Sure, Charlee," the other woman replied from outside the cell. 


"Good. He's all yourse Fred gets the leavings, If there's any polInt to It by then." 


"| always get left-overs, Charlene," Patten whined, the petulant tone sounding odd In a man more 
than fifty years old. "It Isn't faire." 


"If you ever left anything behInd, you might get healthier subjects!" Charlene snapped. "But you 
get too Involved In the fun of It. You lose control. You're as bad as Charles was for usIng up 
your sub jects." 

They continued thelr conversation, but Hawke didn't hear. He was suddenly caught up In a shudder- 
Ing memory. At least Gabrielle had a few moments to say good-bye to me. Here, | have no one, 
and the only people | care about wlll never know where or how | dled... 

"Hey, Fred!" Pamela called from wlthout. 


"Yeah?" 


"Bring hIm out here for me, will you?" 
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Patten sighed theatricallye "I suppose. Can | at least watch?" 
"Sure, Fred," she chuckled. 


"| will come back later, Mr. Hawke," Charlene purred as she took her leave. "Perhaps you wil! 
have changed your mind..." 


He didn't respond, but IIstened Intently to the sounds of her retreating footsteps. Then he 
shifted hIs attentlIon to Patten, who approached hIm casually. 


Hawke was desperately afraid. This was certainly goIng to be the one and only chance he got. 
His timing had to be precise. 


He watched through his eyelashes, tryIng not to stare, knowIng an Intent gaze could be felt, 
could arouse suspIiclon. 


But Patten was obIlIvlous to such nuances. He dropped to one knee beside the prisoner and fished 
@ small key-ring from an Inside pocket, then fitted one key Into the padlock that anchored 
Hawke's ankle shackles To the wall. 


Hawke watched, hardly daring to breathe, every muscle tensIng slowly, as a Ilon's does while the 
gazelle wanders closere.-. 


The padlock opened, the chalIn fell free from the eye-~bolt -- and Hawke moved with the I Ightning 
precision and terrible power of the predator that was his namesake. His feet -- still shackled 
together, although no longer fastened to the wall -- struck Patten In the face, smashing his 
skull Into the cement wall. The man left large blood stains as he slid, bonelessly IImp, to the 
cold floor. 


Hawke snatched at the keys, fumblIng In his eagerness, and freed himself from the cold Iron that 
bound hIm. Already thinkIng the escape out two or three steps ahead of hIs present accomp!Ish- 
ment, he tried to stand up. 


His wounded leg buckled under hIs welght, and he gasped, catching hImself against the concrete 
wall as his senses swam. Blinking back tears of palin, he held onto the wall while he tried to 
force the pain under some kInd of control. 


Since he had awakened after the first Interrogation, he'd had no conscious memory of the wound 
bleeding, but It was bleeding now. Dizziness overwhelmed him for a moment, and he closed his 
eyes until It passed. He couldn't run; he could hardly bear to stand. But he had to escape from 
this place, and these people. If he survived Pamela Moffett's treatment, he would die under Fred 
Patten's hand. 


He squared hIs shoulders deflantly, refusing to tamely submit to the Firm's plans for hime He 
took a deep breath, and decided the only way to get It done was to do It. WIth a palnful shadow 


of his usual wolf-IIke lope, he IImped to the door. 


It was standing ajar, and he peered out cautiously. He could nelther see nor hear anyone, so he 
pushed It open and stepped through. 


The room beyond was unoccupled, but not empty. There was a table covered with assorted medical 
equipment and, beside It, a large black metal box. He couldn't Imagine what It might be, and 
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didn't really care. TryIng to shake some of the cobwebs out of his mind, he headed for the door 
he could see In the opposite wall-e His viston was darkening by the time he got there, but he 
blinked back the shadows and opened the door. 


His heart sank.e He was In @ basement, facing a flight of open-backed wooden steps. They seemed 
to stretch upward Into the darkened depths of outer space, but they were hIs only avenue of 
escape. He started to drag himself up, one riser at a times Not thinking at all, he sImply 
forced hIs body to move. Nothing mattered except that he keep moving... 


Pamela had gone Into another part of the basement, and expected to find her prisoner awalting her 
ministrations when she returned. Instead, she found her laboratory empty. Annoyed, she went 
Into the cell to berate Patten, and to fetch the prisoner herself. 


But when she opened the door to the smaller room, she found only one man, and that one slumped on 
the floor, his face a bloody mess, the back of his skull smashed. She stared, shocked, at the 
body of her co-conspirator, and at the abandoned, empty shackles. It was a full mInute before 
she could get her volce under control. Then she turned and ran out. 

"Charlee! Charlee!" she yelled. "He's gone! He's gone!" 

From upstairs, Charlene yelled back, "Gone? Who's gone?" 

"Hawke!" 

Only a step from the top of the staircase, Hawke looked up and saw Charlene above hIm, heard 
Pamela's shouting from below, and knew he had failed. Anger swept through hIm, blanking out the 
palin and weakness for a few Important moments. He threw himself forward. 

For all that she was a Firm agent, Charlene had never recelved the training of a fleld operative. 
Like Marella, IIke most of Archangel's female assIstants, she was a technical assoclate. Hawke's 
headlong rush frightened her, and she flinched back with a startled cry. 

Hawke wanted nothing so much as to just get past her and get free. He hIt her hard, and she 
stumbled and fel! backwards. He got his feet tangled In her skirt, and landed on top of her. 
She didn't move, and the fall knocked the wind out of hIm. 


He was struggling to hIs feet when Pamela Moffett came up behInd hIm and expertly sapped hIm. He 
landed beside Charlene, unconsclous. 


Panting, Pamela stood over the bodies for a moment, tryIng to come to terms with her sudden 
sol I tude. Fred Patten lay dead In the basement, his brains splattered across the floor. She 
knelt besftde Charlene and shook her gently. 


"Charlee? Charlee?" 


Charlene's head lolled loosely, and Pamela caught her breath, horrifled. "Oh, no..." she whIs- 
pered. "Not Charlee, too... Not Charlee...!" 


But Charlene was undenlably dead, her neck broken. Pamela slowly turned to her mottonless 
captive, and madness glIittered In her eyes. 


"You did thlisee." she whispered, not caring that Hawke was unconsclous and couldn't hear her. 
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"You did thisee." Rising to her feet, leaving her lover without a backward glance, the woman 
stood over Hawke for a moment. Then, with a sudden Insane viclousness, she kicked hIs IImp, 
bloody body back down the stalrs he had so laborlously clImbed. 
Her face set In IInes of grim purpose, she went down after him. 


* et & & 


AIRWOLF prowled the crash site, Investigating the wrecked Angel, then hovering over the two 
crashed Cobras. 


"| think Marella was right, Dom," Caitlin sald quietly. "These two hIt each other, and they're 
so close to the Angel... I! think String faked them Into It." 


"Yeah," he agreed. "And then a third one came screaming In with everything blasting, and damned 
near cut the Angel In two." 


"Looks IIke It." 
"Do a slow circult, Caltlin -- about a hundred feet up, spiraling away from the wrecks." 


She wondered what he expected to see, but obeyed the Instructions, moving AIRWOLF so slowly that 
the hellcopter seemed | Ike a race horse champIng at the bIt, Impatient with the restraint. 


"Ah~ha!" Santini's softly-volced cry of triumph made her shiver. 
"What do you see? C'mon, Dom..." 


"New heading -- two~six-three, absolutee Go slow. This trall's so cold It's got icicles hanging 
oft it.” 


"What do you see?" she InsIsted, even as she turned to follow the new course. 


"Faint tire tracks -- a sIx-wheeled truck, rear-doubled. Heavy duty pIlck-up, or the kind of van 
that gets used for ambulances." 


"Do you suppose somebody saw the wrecks and took him to a hospital?" 
"Marella already thought of that," he told her. "She checked every medical facility within a 
hundred milese No one fltting String's description. | think this Is the truck the guys who 
captured him usede So, If we can track It, maybe we can find hime" 


"Oh, God, | hope SO..." she breathed. 


The next hour passed In nearly complete silence. Caltlin followed SantinI's directions, while he 
coaxed every possIble bit of resolution out of AIRWOLF's sophisticated survelllance systems. 


Seventy-five minutes later, they were forty miles from the crash site, studying an Isolated 
farmhouse. 


"Well? What do you think?" CaltlIn Inquired. "There's no truck there now." 
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"Tell you what," Santini satd thoughtfully. "According to the Infra-red, there's only one person 
In there. Land me, and I'll go In and poke around." 


"You take 6 radio," she ordered. "| want to know what's golng on." 
"Okay." 

"And be carefule You won't do String any good If you get killed." 
"Yes, mother..." he drawled sarcastically. 

"I'm sorry, Dom, butee." 

"Yeah. I! know." 


She put the helicopter Into "stealth" mode and landed In the yard. Then, once Santini had 
disembarked, she took off agaln, Intending to circle the house. She couldn't remain stationary 
on the ground; It made her feel trapped and helpless. 


Dominic Santini squared his shoulders and headed up to the house. According to AIRWOLF's scan- 
ners, the building's sIngle occupant was In the basement. He tried the front door and saw It had 
been broken open, probably with a crowbar. He entered cautiously. 


The IIving room was empty except for some furniture; It was al] draped with sheets. Whoever 
these people were, they had broken Into a property to which they had no rights. He went Into the 
kitchen, and stopped short. 


A body lay on the floor -- a lovely, dark-haired gir! all In white. After a moment's thought, 
Santini remembered her -- one of Archangel's girls. When Hawke had been kIdnapped once by 


terrorists, It was Charlene, not Marella, who had glven him his briefing on the situation. 


He knelt beside her. She'd been dead at least several hours, maybe a ful! day. Her left hand 
clutched somethInge Curious, he pried her fingers open. 


A silver bracelet rolled free. He picked It up, and the Import of the words engraved on It 
screamed at him. 


SAINT JOHN HAWKE 
4-16-71 
It was Stringfellow Hawke's bracelet. 


Why would String kIill Charlene? She must have ripped It off his wrist as she fell. And why 
didn*t he notice, and get It back? He's never voluntarily taken It offes. 
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But the bracelet was IndIisputable proof Hawke had been there. 
He looked around warily. The body lay at the top of the basement steps. He IIstened carefully, 
and heard a quiet voice from below. Slipping the bracelet Into hIs pocket, he stealthily started 


down the steps. 


When he was about halfway down, he began to make out what the other person was sayInge It was a 
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woman's volce, and the very tone dripped vitriol. It made him shudder to hear her. 


"| told you I'd make you suffer," the woman purred. "I told you you'd be sorry for kT Iling my 
father. And when | let you out, If | ever do, then you'l! tell me what you did with my father's 
helicopter. You stole AIRWOLF. You have no right to It. My father bullt It. It's mine, Hawke! 
it's mine!" 


Santin!l reached the lower level and saw a rather frazzled-lookIng young woman walking around a 
large black metal box. Elght feet by sIx, and nearly flve feet high, It was shaped IIke a 
truncated pyramid with a serfles of meters on the fronte The unmlstakable sound of a heart 
monitor was clearly audible. The Implication was obvious. 


"Heyeoo!" 

The girl whirled. "Who are you? What do you want?" 
"Where's Stringfellow Hawke?" he growled at her. 

She backed up against the black box. "Who are you?" 
"]'Il ask the questions," he snapped. "Is he here?" 


She flattened her hands agalnst the box behInd here "You can't let hIm out!" she shrieked, her 
voice shrill. "He hasn't started screaming yet! He has to stay Inside!" 


Santini swore, and tried to push her aside. She screamed Insanely and attacked him, kicking, 
scratching and biting, whining with every breath. Unnerved, he doubled up a fist and lald her 
out with a short right cross, then caught her as she wilted- He lowered her to the ground and 
started searching the box for a latch. He finally found one, and heaved the massIve I|Id open. 


The box was @ sensory deprivation tank. Palnted matte black Inside, padded and sound-proofed, It 
Isolated the occupant from all external stImull. Stringfellow Hawke lay on the flotation mat- 
tress Inside, his wrists and ankles bound to the corners with wide leather cuffs. Santin! would 
have thought him dead but for the merry chirping of the heart monitor. There was a compar a- 
tively fresh bandage on his left leg, just above the knee, but bright blood was soaking through 
It. 


"String?" Santini called gentlye "String? Wake up, Strings... C'moneee" He shook his friend 
gently, but Hawke didn't respond. Then he ducked under the rim of the IId to remove the telem- 
etry discs, and heard the woman's volce coming from a small speaker mounted on the wall of the 
Tank. 


"eeedestroyed everyone | ever loved. Can't you see that? You're a murderer. Can't you see 
That? You..." 


Santini stared briefly at the speaker, frozen In utter horror. It took hIm only a moment to find 
the cassette player to which the speaker was attached. He turned It off and pocketed the tapes, 
then set about trying to wake his friend. Eventually, Hawke stirred weakly, curling on his left 
side, shivering. 


"Stringee. String, wake up. It's me, Dominice C'mon, String... Wake up..." 
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Slowly, groggIily, Hawke IIfted hIs head. "Dom...?" 
"Sure, It's me. C'mon. Let me help you out of this damned thing..." 


Santini helped him sit up. Hawke was only partially consclous, and leaned on the frame, hlIs head 
hanging. 


Once he was sitting on the edge, Santini stood In front of him, smiling happIly.- "Much better. 
| don't suppose you can walk on that leg, can you?" 


Hawke IIfted his head slowly, and ralsed one hand to his face, rubbIng at hIs eyes while he held 
on with the other hand. Then he blinked. "Dom...?" 


SantinI's breath caught. He hadn't heard the younger man whimper IIke that sInce the summer he 
turned sIx years olde "String? What's wrong?" 


Hawke's head turned toward his godfather. HIs eyes were wide and glazed. "| can't see..." His 
free hand went out, reaching for support, and the older man caught him, put both hands on his 


shoulders, and steadied hime "Dom, | can't see..." 


There was fear In the ragged whisper, and Santini understood It perfectly. Blind, all of Hawke's 
self-rellance was negated, all his skills made useless. Dom hugged him, and Hawke held on 
desperately. 


"Hey, take It easye You're In shock, Stringe Relaxe I'm gonna take care of you, just IIke | 
always have.e Let me get you back to Langley. The Firm's got the best doctors anywhere. They'!| 


flx you up, good as new..." 


"No!" Hawke ripped free of Santini's hold and clumsily grabbed the edge of the tank to keep from 
fallinge "Nowe. Not there..." He was trembling violently. 


"String, It's okayeee" 
"They did this to me!" he cried, a note of hysterla audible In his volce. 


"| damned near tripped over Charlene's body at the top of the stairs," Santin! sald thoughtfully. 
"Who's the blonde? The one | had to deck to get to you?" 


Hawke was shaking, huddled Into himself, but he heard the question. He swallowed hard. "Her 
name's Moffett..." 


He stared. "She any relation...?" 

"He was her father...and | killed him..." 

Santini decided that was enough conversation; Hawke was shIivering and pale, and definitely 
overwrought. He thought about the tapes he'd pIicked up, and resolved to |IIsten to them as soon 
as he coulde That reminded him of the POW bracelet, and he pressed It Into the younger man's 


hand. 


"Here. | guess you want this back." 
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Hawke snatched at Ite "Where was It?" 
"Charlene had Ite C'mon, Stringe Let's get out of here. Can you walk?" 


He had calmed a little, and sat still, his left hand playing with the bracelet that once again 
rode his right wrist. He didn't answer. 


Santint studied him, frowning worrledly, then pulled the radio from hIs pocket. "Caitlin?" 
Syes7" 

"C'mon downe He's here." 

"Is he okay?" she demanded. "I've been chewing my nalls to the elbows up here, worrylIn's.e." 
"What should | tell her, String? Are you okay?" 

But Hawke stared at some horror only he could see, still rubbIng the bracelet, and didn't reply. 


Santini took a deep breath. "Mostly, Caitlin, mostly. Just land In the yard. I'll help him 
out." 


"All right. Three minutes." 

"No hurry. He can't walk much. It'll be slow." 

"Okay." 

He turned the radio off and pocketed It. "C'mon, String, let's goe String...?2" 


"Huh?" Hawke looked up, his attention a bit off target. He stared blankly past Dom's shoulder, 
and Santin!I swallowed hard. 


"C'mon, String," he repeated. "Caltlin's waiting topside." He slipped an arm around Hawke's 
shoulderse "Let's get out of here." 


Hawke eased his welght off the edge of the tank, and would have fallen when his left leg buckled, 
but Dom was there, and held him. He fumbled for a hold, balancing awkwardly. 


"Okay?" 
"Yeahe Suree" He forced the words through set teeth. 
"Okaye Here we gooee"™ 


It was a slow, awkward, painful tripe Hawke was panting hard by the time they got up the stairs, 
and Santini was about to call a halt when, without the least warning, the younger man collapsed. 


"String!" 


But Hawke was unconsclous, pale, his skin cold and clammy, hIs breathIng shallow. 
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"Classic shock," Santin!I muttered. He saw the now-soaked bandage, and swore. He could hear 
AIRWOLF Idling just outside, and pulled out the radio again. "Caltlin? Bring the first ald kit. 
He just passed out." 


She came running Into the house with the kIt, and hurried to Hawke's sIde. One thing became 
perfectly clear to both of them as she removed the bandage. 


"This Is a bullet wound, Dom," she sald flatly. "No matter where we take hIm for treatment, the 
Firm will find him, because all bullet wounds have to be reported. What are we golIng to do? He 
has to go to & hospitale He's bleeding to death, and | can't stop It, or replace the blood he's 
already lost. He's deep In shock. We've got to do something fast." 

"We're takIng him to Langley." 

"Right Into the Iflon's Jaws?" she demanded angrlly. 

“Sort of," he admitted. "But, better to go to them with a peace offering than make them come 
after us. Fix him up as best you can, Cait. I'IIl be right back." He went back down Into the 
basement. 

Caltlin rebandaged the wound, and when Santini returned, they carried Hawke's stIll-unconsclous 
body out to AIRWOLF. They strapped him Into the co-pIlot's seat, and Caltlin took off while 
Santini called the Firm. 

Archangel's face appeared on the monitor screen. "What do you want, Dominic?" 

"| want to make a deal." 


"Really? Detalls." 


"| can give you a starting polInt for your Investigation Into the leak In your organisation that 
resulted In fourteen assassinations." 


"Seventeen, as of noon today. What do you have?" 
"Not for free, Michael. I need something from you." 
"What do you want?" 

"Medical treatment for String. Emergency." 


Despite the present situation, Archangel had worked with Hawke for too long, and they had been 
through too much together, for the Deputy Director not to be concerned. "What happened to him?" 


"You know he was captured out of the wrecked Angel..." 


"Yess. And | can guess how you found out." He glared polntedly off-camera, and SantinI could 
Imagine Marella squirming. 


"Well, | know who captured him, and | can tell you where to find them." 


Archangel hadn't risen to his present position by belng IndecIsive. "Very well." 
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"Your word, Michael." 


The Deputy Director looked annoyed. "My word on It, then. | won't try to hold him, or you, or 
CaltlIn, or AIRWOLF. And If the Information Is, Indeed, conclusive, I'I| apologise. Personally. 
Do you want me to swear to It?" 


"Your word's enough, Michael. Thanks-e" SantinI was rellevede "The leak was Charlene. You'|| 
find her body, and that of a man | can't Identify, In a farmhouse about forty-elght and a half 
miles from the wreckage of the Angel, on a heading of two-sIx-three." 


"What the hell good to me are dead bodies?" 


"['m not finished, Michael," the veteran pIllot chided. "String apparently killed them both while 
trying to escape, but the third one recaptured him." 


"Really." Archangel steepled his fingers thoughtfully. "And who Is thIs third conspIrator?" 
"Moffett's daughter." He gave that time to sInk In, then explained further. "She's chained to 
the wall In a small room In the basement. It's where they held String, at least for a whlle. 
Your Investigators wlll also find the sensory deprivation tank where | found hIm chalned." He 
saw the look In Michael's eyes and continued, a vindictive edge to his volcee. "There was a 
cassette player wired to speakers Inside. I've got the tapes. From the numbers on them, he 
must've been locked In there for at least four hours. From hls present condItlon, emotionally, 
I'd bet on twice that, or more." 

"Why?" 

"You'll know when you hear the tapes. Get a shock trauma team ready for us, wll! you? He took a 
bullet In the thigh, probably during the wreck, and near as | can tell, It's been bleeding fairly 
steadily ever sIncee He's out cold, In shock, and we can't wake him up." 

"Don't try," Archangel ordered. "We'll be ready. What's your ETA?" 

"Fifteen minutese Thanks, Michael." 


"You're welcome, Dominic." 


* & & & 


The universe was dark and warm and silent, but for that hateful voice. She growled at him, her 
words flayiIng his soul, burning away all the shlelding he had spent a I! fetime bullding. 


*You killed my father. | hate youe You killed my lover. | hate youe You rulned my father's 
life. Can't you see that?* 


*You've made my IIife nothing but grieving and revenge. Can't you see that?* 


*How many other people's IIves have you rulned as you've ruined mine? You've killed everyone 
I've loved. There's no one left. I'm alone now, and It's all your fault. Can't you see that?* 


*You're gulity.- Can't you see that?* 
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*Can't you see that?* 


"Noses!" he protested. Leave me alone! | didn't do It to hurt youe | didn't even know you 
existede.. 


*You murdered my father!* 

| had to kIII hIimeee Get out of my mind! 

*i|'m alone now, and It's all your fault. Can't you see that?* 

"NOsee"” Leave me aloneeee! 

Santini frowned worrledly. Hawke was having another nightmare. He hadn't yet regalned consclous- 
ness after the surgery that repaired his leg, but the nightmares came In a steady cycle. He 
twisted, fighting bonds he no longer wore, and the older man caught at hIs left arm, where the IV 
needie was Inserted. He wished, very hard, that Hawke would wake up. 

"it's all right, Stringee. Take It CaSyeee" 

Hawke relaxed, and SantInI sighed. It was over agaln, at least for a few minutes. 


"How Is he?" 


He looked up, startled, and saw Archangel In the doorway, leaning heavily on hIs cane, looking 
years older than hIs true age. 


"StTI1] out. The blood they're giving hIim's helping, but other than that..." He shrugged. "| 
can't know ‘til he wakes upe Something's wrong, for suree He's having nightmares." 


"I'm sorry, Dominic, for all of thise | didn't want to think he was guilty, but the evidence 
seemed so overwhelming..." He changed the direction of hIs speech abruptly. "Most of the 
Committee have always feared him, and they used thls @s an excuse. | couldn't have overruled 


them If | tried. Not that | tried..." He looked away. "The murders are continuinge Three more 
today." 


Santin! leaned back In his chalre "There have to be more people Involved. We tracked a truck 
from the Angel to the house. It wasn't there when we found String.e Somebody had to've driven It 
away." 


Archangel nodded.e "We have a psych team working on Pamela Moffett. They're making progress, 
except when somebody says something that reminds her of him." He nodded toward Hawke. "Then she 
gets hysterical, and It takes half an hour to divert her. She's crazier than her father. One 
thing's clear. What they did to Hawke wasn't thelr primary purpose. It was only a sIde-show, 
part of a larger plan. It seems to be a plot designed to physically destroy the Firm. They're 
killing us off faster than I can possIbly recrult and tratin replacements." 


"Forelgn plot? Who could It be? Have you got any Idea?" 


"We aren't even sure It's a forelgn plot," the Deputy Director admitted. "Pamela Moffett Is a 
service brat, and It's pretty clear she would never voluntarily work for any forelgn power 
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against the U.S. But she's Irrational, and may not have been difficult to hoodwink. She seems 
to have been Involved for purely personal reasons. She was In love with Charlene, and she wanted 
to get Hawke." 

"She succeeded," Santini sald quietly. 

Archangel! blIInked. "She told the Interrogators he was tougher than she expected. She'd been 
working on hIm for fourteen hours, and he hadn't started screaming..." HIs volce tralled off as 
he saw the look on the older man's face. 

Dom forced the rage and fear he felt under control so he could speake "That explains a lot..." 


"What do you mean?" 


He reached behInd hIm and pulled a personal stereo off the bedside table. "He was chalned down 
in that tank, with this as the only sensory Input he had. LtIsten to Ite" 


As the Deputy Director |Istened, hIs expression grew more and more grave. "He I!stened to thls 
for fourteen hoursese.? My Gode..!" 


Santini nodded as he took back the cassette players "Three ninety-mInute tapes, all pretty much 
the same. She repeats herself a lot, but that's the gist of It." 


"Is he all right? You talked to him, didn't you?" 
"| talked to him," Dominic agreed slowly. "He was groggy and disoriented..." 


"| would Imagine. Ms. Moffett described her procedures In Iurtd detall. She used a powerful 
hypnotic drug on him, as well as that." 


"He was clear enough to blame you for the whole thing," Santini said bluntly. “He thinks the 
Firm was holding hime When | suggested bringing him back here to Langley for treatment, he 


damned near hit me." 


Archangel's shoulders slumped a little more. "leeecan't..eereally object to that accusation," he 
admitted quietly. "I! should have known better than to suspect him..." 


"| don't want him to know where he Is," SantinI said flatlye "He was very emphatic about not 
coming near you or the Firm. He recognized Charlene. Under those circumstances, who wouldn't've 
assumed she was working under your orders?" 

"How can we keep It a secret? As soon as he wakes up, he'll know..." 

"He’s bilnd." 

Archangel froze. “He's..ewhat?" 

"He's blind." 


"Bute cchOWeee i" 


"You heard that tapee Nearly every accusation ends with, 'Can't you see that?' To deny the 
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statement meant he couldn't see 'that.e' He couldn't see anything, Michael. No one allve knows 
him better than | doe She hurt hime It would've been kinder If he'd been gut-shot." 


Michael dropped Into a chalIre "This will kII1 htm, DominIce Won't It?" 


He shuddered. "Probably. Unless we can talk hIm out of Ite I'm sure It's psychosomatic. If | 
can just get him to |Isten ~~ and belleve..e." He shook hIs head doubtfully. 


Archangel stood up to leavee "Anything you want, Dominic, Just call. If there's anythIng | can 
do to make amends for thlise..travestye.." 


"Sure, Michaele I'll whistle," he repited scornfully as the other man left the room. 

Just as the door closed, Hawke stirred, and SantinI dismissed the Deputy Director from hIs mind. 
He watched the younger man fight his way free of the sedative's last clinging effects, a prayer 
caught In his throat. There was always the possIbI|lIty the blindness was gone, had somehow been 
more directly IInked In Hawke's mind with the drugs, the darkness, the droning volce of hls 
actual captivity. 


But when those blue eyes finally opened, they were glazed and unfocussed. No tentatIve, testing 
movements from Dominic elicited the slIlghtest response. Nothing had changed. 


Santini tapped Hawke's wrist just above the IV needle. "HI, Stringe How do you feel?" 

"Dome ee y the 

The muffled whimper was gone; Hawke obviously hadn't expected his vistion to be miraculously 
restored. HIs fatallstic acceptance would be thelr primary obstacle. "Sure, It's me," Santin! 
sald gentlye “How do you feel?" 

Hawke turned his head toward the sound of the voice. "Tired," he murmured. "Very.eetirede.e" 
"Does your leg hurt?" 

He frowned In groggy concentrations "Noeeenot much. 'S It fixed?" 

"All fixed. Everything's gonna be okay now. Caltlin's up at the Lair, polishing the Lady down. 
When she gets back, we're gonna take you home. '‘'TII then, you Just take It easy, okay? Just go 
back to sleep." 

"Sure, Dome" He lay still, but didn't relax. 

"What's the matter?" 

“Where are we? This Is a hospIitalee."™ 

"Damned straltght, It Is! You were three-quarters dead from loss of blood! The doc gave you 
three units of packed red blood cells, and thls Is your third unIt of whole blood. You almost 


died. es o” 


"Might've been better If | had..." Hawke murmured, finally relaxing and closing hls eyes. 
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Santini grabbed his wrist In a vise-tight grip that startled hIm awake agaIn. "I! don't want to 
hear you talkin' IIke that!" 


"What do you want me to say?" Hawke snapped back. "That It's all okay? That | don't mind?" HIs 
fury and pain brought hIm up off the pIllow; he was braced on one arm, glaring sIghtlessly at 
where he knew his companion sate "All | know how to do Is fly, and kill..." The last word 
drained all his anger away as quickly as It had arisen, and he sagged back onto the plIllow. 
"Damned..." he breathed In a queer, choked voice. Then he rolled up Into a fetal ball, his back 
to Santini, cradling the wrist with the IV. 


"Stringeee String, IIisten to me..." 


But Hawke refused to respond, Ignoring hIm with such success that, despite Dominic's Importuntng, 
he fell asleep. 


"Stringeee?" 


But Hawke was asleep. Santini sighed and stood up. There was nothing more he could do now. 


* eek 


The Firm's medics wanted to keep Hawke for observation, and SantInI wanted to get him out and 
away as quickly as humanly possible, before he figured out where he was belng treated, and by 
whome Ultimately, they compromised. 


The medics kept Hawke under medication for four days whIle they monitored the healing of his leg 
wounde While they had him where he couldn't protest, they gave him an exhaustive physical, and 


positively eliminated the possIbIilIty of any organic cause for his blindness. 


Santini and Caltlin haunted the hospital wing of Firm headquarters at Langley. Archangel and 
Marella stayed away from any place where Stringfellow Hawke might so much as hear them. 


On the third day, Hawke was asleep In hIis room, unaware that, on the other side of a sound- 
proofed window, he was belng watched and discussed by Archangel, DomInIic Santini, and the Firm's 
Chief Psychlatric Resident, Doctor Robert Fenelon. 


"*|"ve never had a more uncooperative patient," the doctor grumbled. "He doesn't talk. Some- 
times, | wonder If he even hears me." 


"Oh, he hears you," Archangel assured hime "If he was awake, | wouldn't even be here. He can 
hear right through that glass." 


"That's sound-proofed!" the doctor exclalmed. 

"Nevertheless." 

"Can | take hIm home?" SantinI Interrupted. "His leg's healing real good..." 
"| should keep hIm under psychlatric evaluation for at least another week..." 


"Doc, you can't help hime He won't talk to you, and you don't understand hime I've known him 
all hIs Ittfe, and I'm the closest relative he has left. If he won't talk to me, there Isn't 
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anyone elsee He Isn't golng to let anyone else talk to hIm, and the longer he stays here, the 
greater the danger he'I! find out where he Ise I want him out of herel" 


The doctor chewed his IIp for a moment, then nodded slowly. "Yes, | suppose there are IImIts to 
what we can do for such a stubbornly uncooperative patient. But If you have any problems, you 
call us right away. All right?" 


"That's a deal!" SantiInI beamed. 


%* eH HH 


He took Hawke directly to the mountalIn cabin and, at least for the first day, managed to keep the 
younger man Inside where he could keep an eye on hIme 


But here, In hIs own home, Hawke felt both more free and more aware of hIs handicap. He didn't 
need guidance -- he knew where everything was. But he felt the loss of sight more keenly. 


The first morning, he paused on the landing on hIs way down for breakfast. He freed one wrist 
from the crutch-cuff and reached out a trembling hand to touch the carved wood of one of the 
picture frames hanging there. He could remember the palnting It held -- but now, It was just 
anonymous lumps of long-dried ol! paint under hls questing fingers. 


He felt a tearing sense of loss. The palntings had been part of his IIfe for as long as he could 
remember. They were memorfes tied to hIs grandparents, both of whom had dled when he was very 
YOUNGece He turned away abruptly, tripped over Tet -- who, typically dog-IIke, was standing 
attentively at heel -- and tried to catch himself, but missed the bannIster and fell down the 
remaining stairs. 


Santini heard him fall, and caught himself before he panicked and raced over to help. The last 
thing he's gonna want Is me doln' a mother-hen Imitation... 


"String?" he called as casually as he could. "You all right?" 

For one heart=-stopping moment, there was no answer, and he consIdered panicking, after all. Then 
Hawke IImped Into sight. He eased himself carefully onto the couch, shook off the crutches, and 
used both hands to IIft hIs Injured leg up to rest on the cushion besIde him. 

"Leg bothering you?" SantiInI Inquired with studied nonchalance. 


"Yeah." 


The older man nodded. He won't admit aloud to hIs handicape All the better. It means he's 
nnn nn nnn nn sss issn 
still fighting that much, at least... 


NeIther of them spoke while Santini made breakfast. He brought Hawke a cup of coffee to keep him 
occupled until the omelets were ready. 


Hawke sipped the hot coffee cautiously, warming his hands on the porcelatn of the muge Then he 
carefully set It aside, stood up, and IImped slowly toward the door. He moved cautiously, making 
certain there were no obstacles In front of him before he risked a step, usIng hIs crutches to 
probe ahead surreptitiously. 
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Santini walted until he was nearly at the door; he was plainly golng to go out. "String? Break- 
fast wlll be ready In a minute..." 


Hawke neIlther paused nor turned. "I'm not hungry." 
The older man swallowed his anxletiese "Take It easy on that leg then, okay?" 
"Suree" He opened the door and went outside. 


Santini fed one omelet to Tet, and ate the other one himself. He kept an ear cocked for any 
strange sounds from outside, and watched Tet, certain the dog would hear before he did If any- 
thing happened. When he finished cleaning the kItchen, he opened the door and looked out. 


Hawke was nowhere to be seen. Santini slowly walked up the footpath that led to the blind ~~ How 
Ironic that word sounds! -- from which Hawke kept tabs on the small herd of mule deer that IIved 
on his mountainside. Occasionally, he glanced skyward, peering through the trees for the eagle 
who always seemed to be nearby whenever Hawke was home. But the great raptor was nowhere to be 
seen. 


He tried hard not to think about what he might have to decide If Hawke weren't In the flimsy 
little shelter halfway up the mountaln. The path was clear and gentle; there was no physical 
reason why Hawke couldn't have made It up there, even blind and on crutches. But If he wasn't 
there, there were very few other places he could be. 


Santini's fears were groundlesse When he reached the end of the path and faced the sunlIt clear- 
Ing, he could hear Hawke's voice coming from InsIde the wooden shanty. 


He was too far away to make out any words, and considered sneaking a bIt closer. But Hawke's 
frighteningly acute hearIng had been sharpened still further by the ellmIination of the dlistrac- 
tion of sight, and the older man had no wish to be detected; his godson wouldn't take kIndly to 
being spied upone So he stayed where he was, and stralned to hear the conversation tn the blind. 


For conversation was what he heard. Hawke was talking to someone, and listening to replies, al- 
though Santini couldn't hear the other volce. 


Now, who could be up here? The only way In Is by air -- helicopter or smal! seaplanee.ee And | 
would've noticed another aircrafteec. He shuddered, remembering what the doctor had told him. 
Maybe he really Is alone. Maybe he's just flipped, lost It completely.- God knows that gir! was 
trying hard enough to drive him Insanee.. Maybe she succeeded. Who could be up here? And who 
would he talk to when he won't talk to mee.e..? 














That hurt. Dominic SantinI had ralsed the Hawke brothers after their parents were killed, and 
he'd been Insufferably proud when they out-performed hIm at everythIng.e They were better plIlots, 
handsomer, braveresee All their IIves, he had been thelr confidant. After Salnt John was lost, 
String had no one else, and If he spoke at all of his Inner feellIngs, It was to Dominic SantinI. 


He understood Hawke's occaslonal references to belIng "damned"; they were nothing new to him. 
String had contemplated the concept of personal damnation for years; the way people he loved died 
all around him, repeatedly leaving him bereft and alone, had quickly assumed the appearance of 


demonic harassment. 


But now, Hawke refused to cooperate with or confide In his godfather. Santin!I took a deep, 
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steadying breath. 


| don't care who he's talking to, he decided. If whoever It Is can help hIm beat this, It's ok ay 
by me. It doesn't matter who does It, but It's got to be done -= and sooneee! 


The conversation was still going on, and he didn't want to be caught, so he turned and retraced 
his steps to the cabIn. 


By the time Hawke returned, It was late afternoon, and the sun was sloping rapIdly toward the 
Jagged western horizon; sunset came quickly In the mountalIns. He looked thoroughly dralned. 


Santini met him at the cabIn doore "I hope you had enough sense not to be walking around all day 
on a perforated leg..." 


Hawke stopped, leaned on his crutches to take hIs welght off the leg, and IIfted hIs sightless 
gaze toward Dominic. HIs stare was as direct and unblInkIng as ever; only the unfocussed glassI- 
ness of his eyes made It at all different. He seemed to be trying to decide something. After a 
few moments of silent tension, he IImped past Santini as tf the older man didn't exIst. 


"Stringes.2" 


But there was no answer. 


ee te SF 


Down the mountalIn, back In the real world, Firm agents were dyIng at the rate of between two and 
flve a daye Not all of them were assassinated by the black helicopter, and Marella had to revise 
her figures to Include all suspIclous accidents and sudden but apparently natural deaths. The 
body count mounted toward one hundred. 


From the Committee's office In Washington came an Olymplan order from Zeus, ordering al! Commit- 
tee members to the safety of the Sanctuary, there to walt out the crisis In safety. 


Predictably, Michael ColdsmIth-Briggs II! delayed obeyIng as long as he could, to supervise those 
fleld agents who couldn't retreat. But Zeus's orders became more and more strident, and finally, 
reluctantly, he went. The strategic retreat felt more |Iike cowering In a hole, and It Irritated 
hime 


Limited to burst transmissions to a satellite at carefully randomized times, communications were 
extremely curtallede For lack of much else to do, Marella started to consider ways to remedy 
that In the future. 


* eH 


After three days at the lake, Santini was a wreck. As far as he could tell, Hawke hadn't eaten 
at all, and averaged two syllables a day of conversation with him, although he spent most of 
every day In the deer blind, talking with the stranger his godfather still hadn't seen. When 
Dominic tried to get him to talk, Hawke Ignored him. 


On the second day, at sunset, Hawke tried to lay a few logs on the fire. The first clue that 


anything was wrong came when Santini heard a muffled clatter and a pain-fllled curse. He looked 
across the room and saw Hawke sitting In an awkward sprawl! on the ralsed hearth, hIs crutches 
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fallen out of reach, cradling his left hand against hIs body In unmistakable paln. 

"Stringese?" He hurried to the younger man's side, and gently forced the Injured hand out where 
he could see It properly. "You sit there for a minutee" He went to the fridge, and returned 
with a bottle of aloe vera gel, which he spread IIberally on the burne As the Icy gel anesthe- 
tized It, Hawke relaxed a little, but didn't speak. 


"You're shaking, kid," Santin!I observed gently as he handed Hawke hIs crutches. "Go get some 
sleep. You'll feel better In the morning." 


Hawke went upstairs, but sleep wouldn't comes He lay In his darkness, In the sIlence, knowIng 
morning would bring no rellef from the nightmare he endured. 


After sunset the next day, he went to the wine rack and thoughtfully selected a bottle. Santin! 
approved cautiously. Hts self-control was Iron-clad, but maybe, with a slight addition of 
alcohol, he would loosen up a IIttle, and talk. He hoped so. 

Hawke opened the bottle without help. But when he poured the wine, he abruptly snarled something 
Santini didn't understand, and smashed the bottle to the floor. The red splatter revealed the 
problem; Hawke didn't I Ike burgundy, and kept It only for company. He had miscalculated hls 
cholIce of bottles, and the mistake Infurlated him. 

"Hey, String..." 


"Leave me alone!" he snarled with unusual anger. “I'm all right!" 


Santini stood up and walked over to the bar. "No, you're not, kid, and you'd better start facing 
up to 1t.* 


Hawke fumbled for his crutches and stumbled away. The older man watched him, makIng no move to 
elther help or hinder. Once he had established some distance between them, Santin!I spoke agaltn. 


"You can't run away from me, String." 
He stopped. "Dome..." 
"There's nothing physically wrong with your eyese You could see again If you wanted to." 


"If | wanted to?" He stralghtened to his full helght, letting the crutches dangle. "Do you 
think I'm enjoying this?" 


"No," he admitted. "But you've got to start working yourself out of Ite Youe You're the only 
one who can control the way you think." 


There was a long silence. Then SantIn!I heard Hawke Inhale raggedly. "I can't do Ite" 
"What makes you think so?" 


"Don't you think I've been trying?" the younger man asked bitterly. "I can't. Everything's 
darkeee" 


"You were In that tank, locked away In the dark, for fourteen hours. It must have felt IIke an 
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eternity or two..." 


Hawke half-turned toward him, frowning In confuslone "Tank? What tank? What are you talking 
about?" 


"The sensory deprivation tank | found you In," he explained, feeling a surge of excitement. 
Maybe thIs Is the key! He has no memory of what was done to him. At least, no conscious memory 
of Ite... "Pamela Moffett sald she put you In there after you killed Charlene." 


"After |eee?" Hawke's volce tralled off. "When did she tell you all this?" 
"Oh, she never talked to me," Santini sald cheerfullye "She tried to claw me to pleces until | 
popped her one. Doctor Fenelon was dolng the Interrogation..." His voice faded as he realized 


what he'd sald. 


Hawke stiffened at the mention of the psychlatrist's name. "You took me to Langleyee." he 
accused. 


"You were dying! You'd been shot, and you were bleeding to death. Any hospItal would've had to 
report the bullet wound, and the Firm would've found you anyways We needed Michael's help!" 


"He set me up! He fed me to those vultures so Zeus would get off his case!" 

"Charlene set you up, String!" SantiInI contradicted. "Michael had nothIng to do with It." 
But Hawke had turned hIs back on Dominic, and headed out the door. 

"String, IIsten to me! | can explain It alle." 


The younger man didn't pause, but threw one last sentence over hIs shoulder. "And | trusted 
yOUse.!" 


The scathing bitterness In those four words froze Santini In hls tracks. He watched, helpless, 
as Hawke manoeuvred painfully up the path to the deer blind. Once he was out of sight, the older 
man disconsolately went back Into the cabIn. Numbly, wondering If String would ever talk to him 
again, he bullt up the fire and dropped onto the couch. He sat and stared at the flames, deter- 
mined to stay up until Hawke came back. Maybe If we fight It outee. 


As the fire burned down to ashes, he suddenly realized It was almost dawn -- hIs watch sald so, 
although he couldn't yet see any appreciable IIghtenIng of the sky. He had been sitting there 
all night, mentally kicking himself for the Inept way he'd handled the problem -- and Hawke had 
been out In the woods all night, alone, half-crippled and blind... 


Sure, he thought nervously as he shrugged Into his coat. It's no darker at midnight than at noon 
for him, but still... He opened the door to the cabIn, and froze at what he saw. 


Outside, the lake's rocky shorellIne merged Into a long sandspIt that eventually sank Into the Icy 
waters to form a shoal. Hawke's crutches lay abandoned In the coarse sand. 


Out at the very end of the sandspIit, already knee-deep In water, walking slowly out Into the 
blackness of the lake, was Stringfellow Hawke. 


= See 


Santini opened hIs mouth to yell, but he was frozen with fear and shock. He had never really 
belleved Hawke would kII! himself. Both Doctor Fenelon and Archangel! had mentioned the possIbil- 
Ity, but he himself hadn't really considered It IIkelye Yet, even as he watched, Hawke took 
another step out from the safety of the shore. 

"So," a stranger's voice sald clearly. "You are giving up the flight?" 

Santini was startied. Is this the man String's been meeting up at the deer blindese.? He thought 
he could make out a dim figure on the shore, at the very edge of the trees, and hurried that way. 
He was near enough to see Hawke stiffen at the sound of the qulet question, and he heard the flat 
tones of his reply. 


"Hasn't this gone on long enough?" he asked numbly.- "I'm no use to anyone like ThI See" 


"So you will follow your parents out Into the lake? Your parents are not here. You cannot find 
them |IIke this." 


Hawke's shoulders slumped. "Can't | ever have any peace?" he pleaded. "All I've ever had Is 
patn, and I'm sick to the soul with It. Let It end here..." 


"It wlll not end here," the stranger stated. "You will leave Dominic a |IIfelong burden of guilt. 
He will blame hImself that he did not stop you, that he falled youe You know this." 


Santini swallowed the Iump In his throat. It's the truthee. 
"Dom understands me better than anyone. He'll! understand this." 
Yeaheee I'il understand, he thought miserably. But that won't stop the pain. Oh, God, Siringee. 


"And what about Salnt John?" the stranger Inquired. "The Firm will not seek him any longer If 
you do not spur them on." 


Hawke straightened a little. "Salnt John's been dead for fourteen years," he sald, choking out 
the words he had never before spoken aloud. "I've always known that. | just didn't want to 


accept it." He took another deliberate step away from the shore. 


"Sir ifigs” His name burst from Santini's throat. "You gonna just leave me alone IIke this? 
You're the only family I've got lefteo." 


He stopped walking, and clenched his fists. "Dom...let me go..." 
"String, pleasees. You're the son | never hades." 

"Then let me go!" It was a cry of pain. "Please, Dom..." 

"| can't! Sulictde's a mortal sini" 

He heard a bitter laugh. "Hell can't be worse than IIving IIke this." 
"String, Hell's for eternity!" 


"Our hells are of our own creation," the stranger Interrupted. "We IIve them out here." He 
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abruptly shifted from the spoken word to song, and the guitar he held crooned accompaniment. 


Our lives are brief as falling stars 
That streak the sky IIke tears. 

My II fe Is stretched |Ike a slender thread 
Across 8 millton years. 


The Weaver of Dreams has spun our IIves, 
Our webs of joy and paln. 

She casts them forth for a IIttle while, 
And gathers them In agaln. 


Although ‘til now my thread was drawn 
In solitary ways, 

| think your dreams weave through my nightsee-. 
Your mem'rles through my days. 


Hawke turned slightly toward the shore, toward the Singer, and Santin!I caught his breath. The 
younger man was crying, his face wet with tears, hIis expresslon naked and unshlelded for the 
first time In more years than DomInic could recalle He couldn't breathe, but just watched, and 
prayed. 


Life's tangled skeIn takes shape upon 
The loom of what will be; 

Our IIves entwine In the warp and weft 
Of the Weaver's tapestry. 


For there Is a pattern, vast as TIme, 
The stars weave ‘round the Earth -- 

Where smaller rhythms weave our years 
The promise of rebirth. 


And when the Weaver draws our threads across 
Another Where and When, 

| shall meet, and know, and remember... 
And love you once again. 


The sun's first rays broke the darkness over them, drawing thelr attention upward, and they heard 
the harsh scream of the eagle high overhead. She came diving at them out of the day's first pale 
light, skimming close In front of Hawke before swooping up to regain her preferred helghts. 
Santin!I gasped In awe. 


Hawke watched the eagle. When she vanished Into the morning mists, hIs gaze lowered, and he bent 
to retrieve a fallen feather that floated before him. He stood stil! for a moment, smoothing Its 
perfect whiteness between his fingers. Then, slowly, he turned toward the shore, his eyes 
touching DomInIic, then golng on, seeking the Singers Tears still ran down hIs face. Santini 
looked that way, too. 


In the lemon-coloured sunlight, they both saw a young man not twenty years old, dressed In 
nondescript pants and shirt, holding a battered guitar. HIs eyes were deep blue, and his hair 
was the same shade of deep gold that String's had been at that age. Hawke frowned, puzzled by 
the stranger's oddly famillar appearance. He automatically glanced at Santini for another 
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opinion. 


The older man met his look with a shrug, although his heart was singing within hime They both 
looked back -- but the Singer was gone. 


Hawke blinked, suddenly consclous of what had happened. He swayed dizzily as a wave of previous- 
ly obscured memories swept over him -- the first Interrogation he'd undergone; the conversation 
he'd overheard when they belleved him stil! unconsclous; the words that, In hIs anger at Michael, 
he had Interpreted Incorrectly. Without really notictIng what he did, he IImped out of the water 
toward Dominic, still holding the feather. 


Santini met him halfway, and they s»\ared a fervent embrace. When they stepped apart, Hawke dried 
his face with his sleeve, and smilec through hIs tears. "Thanks, Dom." 


"| didn't do anythinge" Santini disclaimed all responsIbI lity -- and, with It, all credit. “It 
was that kid with the guitar." 


"You were here," his godson replied quletly. 
"Who was that guy, anyway? You've spent every day up at the deer blind with him, haven't you?" 


The younger man's expression tightened a I|Ittle, but only for a moment. "Mother Santini," he 
sald softly. 


"Yeah, well, I've been worryIn' about you for nearly thirty-five years. It's too late to stop 
nowe" 


Hawke's smile faded to a frown as he started thinkIng about what he remembered. "Dom, I've lost 
tTrackeee What day Is today?" 


"Saturday." 
"The date?" | hope I'm wrongee. 
"The fifteenth. What Is It?" 


He swallowed a choking Iump of gullt and fear. "Dom, you meant what you sald about Michael belng 
on our side, didn't you? Charlene turned?" 


He nodded. “Sure, | meant it. I! didn't think you were IIstening, though." 


"| always hear you, Dom, you know that. Listen.e They're going to hit the Sanctuary today. 
Michael's there, Isn't he?" 


Santini looked grim. "The entire Committee's there. Zeus's orders. They aren't safe anywhere 
else." 


"They aren't safe there. Charlene betrayed the Sanctuary. C'mon!" He turned, heading for the 
landing pad and the Santini Alr chopper that sat there. 


Dominic caught at his arme "You're In no shape for combat!" 
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Hawke shook off the restraint. "I'm a lot more flit than | was an hour ago." 
Santin!I backed off a little. "Can you fly with that leg?" 
"!'ll have to, won't 12" 


"Well, let's pamper It ‘til the last seconde Just stand there, hmm?" He trotted up the beach 
and fetched back the crutches Hawke had abandoned. 


Walting, left alone on the sandspIt, watching the new sun belng reborn over the mountains, 
Stringfellow Hawke IIfted his eyes past the ragged horizon to the blue sky, watchIng the eagle 
playing on a Thermal, so high she was only a coffee-brown speck against the bluenesse The 
beauty, the fresh cleanness -- and the very fact that he could see !t -- brought back the tears. 
He brushed them aside and turned a more cheerful countenance to Dominic when he returned. 
"Thanks, Dom." 
"They may be annoying, but I'll bet they make It a lot easler to get around." 
Ten minutes later, they were alrborne. 

* Xe KH 
"Sir, | wish you would go below..." 
Archangel leaned back In hIs chaire His leg ached; he had been running around too much the last 
few dayse He watched a roadrunner pick Its way across the detalled mosaic of the otherwise empty 


courtyard. 


"Zeus ordered me to report to the Sanctuary," he responded at last. "But I'm In command here 
until he showS up, SOcee." 


"All the more reason you should be In the shelter!" Marella InsIsted. 

"Why are you so anxfous to consign me to a sub~basement on such a lovely day?" 

"| just received the final Interrogation reports on Pamela Moffett," she replied. "Ms. Moffett 
was firmly convinced that her small group of conspirators were planning to erase the entire 
Committee, after they had softened us up by eliminating a sizable percentage of our fleld agents. 
We have to assume Charlene betrayed the Sanctuary. They are golng to attack us here. Perhaps 
not today," she conceded. "But surely within the week. And we cannot risk losing youe"™ 

"Why, Marella, !'m touched." 


She took a deep breath and tried again. "Sires." 


"Marellae" His volce was softer. "| know what you're sayings But not just yet, please? It's 
too lovely a day..." 


She sighed. "Yes, sir. You'd rather stare out over the desert, and fee! gullty about what 
happened to Hawke." 
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He flinched. "That was a low blow." 


"It Is unnecessary gullt, sir," she told him flatly. "Calling him to Langley only hastened the 
day the Moffett girl got her hands on him. Charlene had copied his dossier In Its entirety. It 
lists his cabIn, Santini Alr, Dom's home, Caltlin's apartment, hls favourlte bars and restaurants 
In a hundred and six municipalities world-wide. The only place he could possIbly have hidden 
from her Is the Lair, and he Is not given to hIdInge Besides, there was no way of knowIng that, 
of all the operatives whose files were compromised, he alone was marked for capture. She wanted 
blood, and the others wanted AIRWOLF." 


Her companion gazed across the desert, looking out over his steepled fingers. "She got what she 
wanted," he sald bitterly. “Hawke can't IIlve IIke that. Dominic doesn't want to admit It, but 
I'm willing to predict Hawke will find a way to kil! himself within the month." 


Marella swallowed hard. It was difficult enough to face the blinded Hawke In the hospItal. The 
mental Image of a sightless Hawke stumbIIng around his cabin, unable to enjoy the magnificence of 
elther his art collection or the scenery outside, was palnfule "I thought you had a higher 
regard for his courage..." 


"Marella..." 


But before he could say anything else, the Red Alert klaxon started to screech. Startled, 
Archangel and his alde didn't move for a split second. The next thing they knew, the window In 
front of them was filled with the nightmarish Image of a sleek black helIcopter hovering just 
outside the glass -- exactly as AIRWOLF had done at Red Star Control Just before Charles Moffett 
started shootingee. 


Then they realized it wasn't AIRWOLF at all. Archangel spun hIs chalr and dove at Marella just 
as the window exploded Inward. Something hit him, and the world was blotted out by a flood of 
red that changed to blackness. 


% &£ He 
"I'm getting readings," SantinI announced. "Heavy ordnance." 
"We're late," Hawke growled. "We should've been here earlier..." 


"String, we got here as fast as humanly possIblee You couldn't've gotten here any quicker! So 
let's Just go teach these slime to go pick on somebody else's friends!" 


Hawke's eyes IIt with a savage, unholy glee as AIRWOLF screamed over the last ridge. 


%*eet & & 


Back when he had worked for the Firm, before hIs resignation In the midst of the final stages of 
the AIRWOLF project, one of the things Hawke had done most often was fly guests, Congresslonal 
representatives, and defectors to the Sanctuary for briefings, debriefings, and demonstrations of 
the Firm's worthiness to receive continued appropriations. Few of the people who had ever been 
there realized the sumptuous structure was actually the Committee's last retreat In case of 
disaster. 


As a helicopter approached -- under careful radar survel!llance, although they seldom realized It 
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-- the first Impression anyone had was of a spacious home designed for the location by some 
multi-mitifonaire Interested In experlmental soft technologies. The house Itself was set Into 
the side of a bluff, facing south. Its wide, gently curving wlngs matched and complemented the 
original shape of the bluff, and enclosed a large courtyard ringed with native plants. The 
courtyard floor was a fine mosaic, with a large fountain In Its centre -- a Calderesque modern 
structure that hid the radar dish.e The entire layout was modern and trendy~looking, and easlIly 
could have graced the pages of any hIigh=tech or graclous-I!IvIng magazines No comfort had been 
sk Imped. 


But It was all a facade. 

Farther underground were thick concrete barrlers covered with armour plating, a bomb-proof 
shelter plerced by several IIft shafts. The IIfts themselves were armoured. Emergency proce- 
dures recommended that, In crisis situations, most personnel remain below, In the bunker. Only 
as many people as could fit Into the |Ifts In one trip were permitted above the securlty barrler. 

AIRWOLF screamed Into battle above the Sanctuary, all her guns blazinge SIx armed Cobras bombard- 
Ing the site scattered as she appeared out of nowhere. Two were destroyed before they had time 
to reallze they were under attack. AIRWOLF skimmed over the burning wreckage of the Sanctuary, 
wheeled, and came nose to nose with her own twin. 


"That must be the ship that made Michael suspect us!" Santini exclaimed exclItedly. 


Hawke tapped his transmitter once. "En garde." He pulled AIRWOLF up and looped back, Intention- 
ally Ignoring the twin In favour of the surviving Cobras. 


The battle was brief. The Cobras stood no chance against Hawke and AIRWOLF, and were swiftly 
eliminated. Only then did he turn hIs attention back to his final foe. 


"He's running, String!" SantInI yelped gleefully. "Eastbound, as fast as his little feet will 
carry hIme 1 think he's scared." 


"Put a FALCON on line," Hawke sald quietly. 
"You could catch him..." 
"| sald, bring up a FALCON." 


Mildly affronted by the tone of command, SantinI's response was a bit more sarcastic than he'd 
Intendede “Yes, siri" 


Hawke didn't react visibly. 
"FALCON on line.” 


The pllot didn't acknowledge verbally, but the targeting visor came down, hiding his face. 
SantiIn!I heard the missile launch. 


Within a few seconds, there was a new but short-I|IIved sun on the eastern horizon. 


"i'm not picking up any transmisstons of any kind," Dominic reported uneas!Ily~ "This can't be 
all of the place.ee. It's got a bomb shelter, doesn't It?" 
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"That's what most of It Ise This house Is just the top few levels," Hawke replied as he brought 
AIRWOLF In for a landings "Anybody In the house? | don't thIink our sensors can penetrate the 
bunker." 


"Lots of bodies," the older man reported grimly. “At least ten. But I've got survivors, too. A 
dozen or so to the west, and two off by themselves, In a small room over looking the courtyard." 


The attack had leveled the fountains Hawke landed AIRWOLF alongside the wet wreckage, and 
awkwardly climbed out. He reached back Inside for hls crutches, then IImped painfully toward the 
bulldinge Puzzled, but not Inclined to argue, Santin! followed him. 

Manoeuvring through the rubble with some difficulty, Hawke nonetheless knew where he was going. 
He found Archangel's offlIce an utter shambles, the celling half-fallen, the carpet smoking, the 


furniture splintered. 


"Michael? Marella?" He started Into the room, pushing debris away as he hesitantly ventured 
Insidee "Michael? Answer me!" 


There was no sound, no hInt of an answer, but suddenly Hawke saw the Deputy Director -- a filthy, 
bedraggled flgure seated on the floor, leaning agalnst what had once been a desk. He cradled 


Marella's motionless, blood=-soaked body In h!Is arms. 


"Michaelese" HIS volce was soft as he leaned agalnst the wall to take some of the welght off hls 
lege "Michael, are you all right?" 


Dazed, Archangel looked up, and blinked In confuston. "Hawke...?" 

"Yes, I'm fine now," the pllot sald distinctly. “Are you?" 

He took a deep breath. "I suppose..." 

The younger man steeled himself, and asked, "What about Marella?" 

"She's alive..." 

Hawke closed hIs eyes In rellef; he couldn't Imagine MIchael coping without Marellae "Dom..." 
He didn’t turn; he had already heard SantinI walk up behInd him. "Can you get us a medic and a 
couple of stretcher~bearers?" 

"I*tl do my damnedest," he promised, and was gone. 


Archangel looked up at Hawke. "You came hereeee? After what | did to youss.?2" 


Hawke was surprised at the pain In the older man's volce. "You didn't do anything but your Job," 
he sald softly. "It had almost nothing to do with you, really..." 


"Almostece!"™ 


"Michaeleseif I'd been able to remember everything, | would never have blamed you. But | didn't, 
until dawn today." 
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Understanding flooded Archangel's expresslone "Rough weeke..?" 


Hawke nodded slowlye But before he could say anything else, Marella stirred, blinked her eyes 
open, and smiled weakly at her superlor. "I'm glad you're all right," she whIspered. 


"Are you hurt badly?" he asked anxtously. 
She sighed. "I don't really think soe But then, | didn't think so the last time, elther..." 
"Dom's gone for a medic," Hawke sald. "You just relax." 


She turned her head at the sound of hIs voice, and smiled agaln as she reallzed that he, too, was 
all right. Then she slowly went Iimp In Archangel's arms. 


"Marella? Marella!" 


Hawke held his breathe He had enough trouble coping with hIs own emotions; he was sure he could 
never cope with Michael's, especially sInce the older man so seldom seemed to have any. 


But Archangel found a pulse In her throat -- thready and fast, but undenlably present -- and 
relaxede "She's Just unconsclouse.e." He heard a sigh of rellef from Hawke, and thelr eyes met 
In a rare moment of perfect understanding. 


&t$ettett & 


"It Is apparent," Archangel sald slowly, "that they were assassInating our agents for two 
reasons. The first was to weaken our resources and lower our morale; the second was to force the 
Committee to withdraw to the Sanctuary, where they could be sure of having all or most of us wIth- 
in fairly easy reache It nearly worked." He was standing by the fireplace In Hawke's IIving 
room. 


Marella sat In an easy chair, her ribs taped, her arm In a sling, looking worn and tired. "The 
people In the bunker were safe. The only ones actually In danger were those upstairs In the 
public areas." 


The Deputy Director gave her a guilty look, but she smiled and turned her attention to Hawke, who 
sat alone at one end of the couch, sipping a glass of wine. He held an old photo album In hls 
lap, and seemed to be Ignoring them all. 


"At least we can be sure, or reasonably so, that there Is no one stI/! running around loose who 
knows anything about the Sanctuary, or any of the other Information Charlene stole," Archangel 


concluded with audible rellef. “They're all dead -- thanks to you, Hawke." 


"Oh, | dunno," Santin!I Interrupted from the kitchen. "What about the kid, String? How much did 
you tell him? He seemed to know what was golng ones." 


Hawke looked up, and the older man saw annoyance In hIs eyes. He shrugged apologetically, but 
wasn't sorry he had spoken. He knew If he'd asked privately, he would never have gotten an 


answer e 


"KId? What kid? How much does he know?" Archangel demanded. "Dammit, Hawke..." 
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"Michael." It was a command, and he subsIidede "He doesn't know anything significant about the 
Firm." 


"Then what did you talk about for three days?" Santini brought In a large pItcher of Iced tea. 
"Cello versus guitar?" 


"Three days?" The Deputy Director looked from one man to the other, startled. "There's somebody 
else up here? Where? This Is the only structure for fifty miles In any direction!" 


"He was just passing through," Hawke sald off-handedly. "We talked about me, mostly. And my 
family." He stood up and went to stare out the window across the lakee "He helped me see again." 


"A chance-passiIng hiker?" Archangel demanded In dlIsbelltef. "You're straining my credulity, 
Hawkee Who was he?" 


Santini sat down in the middle of the couch next to Caltiin, who stIpped her tea and watched 
Hawkee He glanced down at the fragile old photo album Hawke had set aside so carefully, and hls 
breath caught. 


There was an old, yellowed photograph, wlth an equally old, faded label affixed beside It. In 
faded Ink and antique script, It read: 


Thomas Fallon Hawke 
1899 to 1917 
died In France, 4 August 
son Kenneth Torrey born 21 September 


The photo was of the SInger as they had last seen hIm -- smiling, holding his guitar, standing on 
a beach with pines behInd hIm. 


Hawke's grandfather. 


"| don't know his name," Hawke sald from the window, hIs back to them all. "I never asked hIm." 












ae 


STAR WARS: 


THE TENTH ANNIVERSARY 


WO” 








BY 





1G 
' 


ef 


ra 


a 


_~. 
. 


. 


te 
-% 
> Sr 
e 
6. 
e. 
i 


CT. he be 


ise 


oe * 

[BZ 

co fr 4 “| ‘ 
- 























yy oT eb fi y “4, ; , % 7 
if Vy Cy . : J ty $ 
My” y Wi Mf (Te 
ih Uh; st we Vy. YEEM 
YY AR, / Y Vs 
al] (iia /, ; 
7 7] dj -2 149 7 


ee 


ivi 


t 
‘ 


ts 
c.- -¢hhl 
P ee 4 


ve 


O 


+, 
DF 
/ 
* 
yy ? 
> 
ry 
) ees = 
‘ 
\ 


os gE : 5 
, A ‘> "ata se - 4 a7 LA x E 
B ‘ ie : . ee DNR — aes Sue is o. = EG rea 
; , ELS 5 ee YY . 2 mY \e Fri sea iF AMilld fyee= 
’ - . ~ Ny » NK et rer S ~~" SX ‘ Bee ce * < Ye « — 
S~ 
ones = 


Caer 
y Lee 

“hL 
GAAS 
hy Fe 


- 
. 






hae adh a 7 <a eS 5 

ig gk ta mut 
oF pe Lo 568 oe, yy : as (be 

. . re 2.83 . f , hbo! : Pie i ‘ 

Pea 727) SS | ESR 


te s> 


Sh IN a A te 
> i oS ate a . 


- 4 
“ -* sts at 
SoG OTES 7 





We':C? tif 
SS A AAUULE: 


‘ 


” 


Q) 
i 
a 2 
a 





a - Ps, 3 “ 
rode, KEE RS Nyy 
—— Ss 

— ‘yy sia e SS gy of 
rr / ; } 
P26 Sete \o~ ~ —_ 

Tey 

yy Nt } 

font <i 

~ Aap y \ 

SRW, | 









bf 
sf, 


‘ae Cog ast a 
SS GE 






¥\\ 
To TAR A} Sy. 
S Ls A 
Oe Mon NAG Se 
1 sgh - a“ -*\ ‘ » ‘\ ‘ Soe AN * 
- a a ee Oe ne \\\' \ 
Cf pga EN ANNAN \ 
/ eas OA a .Y —~ ‘ 


x 


- VA 
at a vay 7 
~ ~ 


** Gr rgN *s . 


‘ 


tas . 
‘4 b 


. NORA 


- 


~S- oon a? san 





Q 


My 


% 


lumpy We a 


4 





"Angels We Have Heard on High" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


A little girl, all of six or seven years old, watched wide-eyed as Ralph HInckley completed one 
of his less Inspired landings atop the remnants of what, moments before, had been a Christmas 
tree. 


FeellIng his face grow as red as the tights he wore, Ralph scanned the Immediate vicinity for FB! 
agent BII| Maxwell. There was no sign of his friend, but hls audience of one was stIll there. 
Gingerly, he extricated himself from the broken greenery and sherds of glass that littered the 


sidewalk, and rose to meet her curlous gaze. 


They stared at each other In silence for a moment before Ralph gave up and asked, "What's the 
matter?" 


"| didn't know angels wore Superman sults." She seemed more taken by his attire -- red leotard 
and cape -~ than by his unusual means of transportation. HIs flying didn't seem to bother her at 
all. 

"They don't, honey," he hastened to reassure her. 


"You doe" 


The conversation was proving a bit embarrassing, not to mention more than a little awkward. 
Where are her parents, anyway? "I'm not an angel. I'm a teacher." 


"You are an angel!" She stamped her booted foot In frustration. Ralph knew how she felt. "You 
have to be an angele You fly- Only birds and airplanes and angels do that." 


Well, at least she didn't classify me as a bird or, worse yet, an airplane... 
I RS ch al oil otek et MM Rl MT IE i tall AAEM A ND A 
"Where are your wings, Angel? Are they Invisible?" 

With a sigh, he tried agalne "I do not have any wings." 


"Ohe" Her face fell, but she brightened again as she remembered somethinge “I know! You have 
to do a good deed and earn them, right? Like Clarence?" 


Clarence? Ralph stared at her, completely puzzled, untI! she exp lalned. 
"{ saw It on TV. There was this movie. It had won...wonder ful something In the namee" Stum- 
bling a little over the unfamlllar word, she frowned at hIs obtuseness. Surely, angels knew 


about TY! 


Ralph nodded, suddenly understanding. She's talking about that old Jimmy Stewart movie they run 
every year, "It's a Wonderful Life." The angel's name In that Is Clarence... 
Ba ee EES Poche I Red aedtet AE E  IL *  IIR t II  DL  Y 
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Just then, he spotted Maxwell out of the corner of hIs eye; hls friend was dashing through the 
parking lot across the street. "I'd Ifke to stay and talk," he told the little girl hastily. 
"But someone needs my help. I have to goe You be a good girl, and find your mommy, Okay? Merry 
Christmas!" Flashing her a distracted smile, he vanished. 


"Merry Christmas, Angel!" 


"There you are!" a harried young woman scolded, coming up behInd the I!Ittle girl. "I've been 
looking all over for you! Don't you ever run off IIke that again, or I'llee." 


tt t 


It was the Saturday before Christmas, when the hIgh school Home Ec Department ran thelr annual 
Christmas party/baby-sitting service. The all-afternoon affair gave frustrated parents a place 
to leave their children while they completed thelr last-minute shoppIng.e More Importantly for 
some people, It Insured good grades for the students who took on the responsIbIIIty each year. 
Every avallable body, teacher and student allke, was pressed Into service for the occaslIon. 


Every avallable body. 


"| don't even IIke kids," BIII Maxwell growled as he surveyed the controlled hysterla In the 
gymnaslum. 


"They're no worse than your ‘'Commles,' BIII," Pam Davidson, Ralph's flancee, couldn't resist 
polInting out. The FBI agent was always needling her about something. Although she was a 
competent attorney, he didn't seem to think she could even make a cup of coffee. "BesIdes, you 
owe Ralph after that rescue last week. He still has the brulses." 


"| didn't tell hIm to run Into a wall with his head," BII! mumbled. He hated It when the coun- 
sellor was right. 


"That's right, BIII, you do owe me onee And what about all those other times I've saved your 
skin? A couple of hours with a roomful of children Is a small price to paye-" Ralph, too, was a 
little tired of belng taken for granted. Suit or no sult, saving the world once or twice a week 
was dangerouse "Just relax, and enjoy It." 


"HI, Mr. Hinckley, Mse Davidson!" It was Rhonda, one of Ralph's students. "Glad you could make 
It. But didja hafta bring him?" She eyed Maxwell with II l-concealed distaste. 


"You did say you wanted all the help | could round upe Don't worry, Rhonda. He'll do fine." 
"If you say so, Mre He" Privately, she had her doubts. Pointing toward the refreshments table 
across the gym, she directed, "Ms. Davidson, Ma's all by herself over there. Could you and Mr. 


Maxwell give ‘er a hand? I've got somethin' else for you, Mr. He" 


"Right." Pam nodded and, with a wicked twinkle In her eyes, added, "Come on, BIIl.- Let's see If 
we can find you an apron." 


"Oh, no!" 


* et & & 
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Ralph was having a wonderful time. Along with a select few others, he had been assigned the task 
of helping the chlldren construct Christmas cards for thelr parents. Gulltily, he wondered how 
Pam and BII! were faring amidst thelr sea of paper cups and gingerbread men. This Is Infi- 
nitely preferableee. 


As he tried to decide whether he should go In search of hls friends, he felt a gentle tug on his 
sleeve, and looked down -- directly Into the eyes of a little girl he had met a week before. 


"Hello, Angel." 
Damn! What do | do now? "Ah, hello...Susan," he read from her name Tag. 


"How come you're not wearing your angel sult?" she asked. It was a very Important question. 
Angels were supposed to be consIstent. 


Running a glitter-coated hand through hIs curly blond mane, Ralph thought fast. There's no point 


In denying again that I'm an angel; she won't belleve mee | might as well go along with her, and 
try to keep her quiet... HunkerlIng down In front of the little girl, he lowered hIs voice to his 


best conspIratorial whisper. "Shh!" he said. "I'm In dlsgulse today. | don't always wear my 
red sult, you know." : 


"Oh," she considered. "But why are you here?" 


"i'm watching someone. | spend a lot of time watching people." It wasn't exactly a Ile. He 
watched his students all the time. 


"Me?" she persIsted. 

"No." He looked around for a likely target, then smiled at the sultabIlIty of hIs cholce. "See 
that man over there, the one behind the plate of chocolate chip cookies?" BIII doesn't ever need 
to know about thlisSee. 

"Uh-huh." 


"I'm his guardian angele You mustn't tell anyone, Susan. Most people don't belleve In angels." 


"| know." She nodded sagely- "Mommy doesn't belleve In youe When | told her, she sald | had a 
good Ime..Imag..." 


"Imagination? Well, don't you worry about It." Maybe | can distract her... "would you IIke to 
make a Christmas card for your mommy and daddy?" 


But she wasn't quite finished with hIm. "Does everybody have an angel?" 

"I'd like to think soe" Something else occurred to hime "You know, we have names, just IIke 
youe Since we're friends now, you can't just call me ‘Angel’ any more. Why don't you call me 
"Ralph' Instead?" 


"Okay." Sticking a finger Into her mouth, she paused, then asked, "What's mine I Ike?" 


"Your what?" 
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"My angele WIII | ever get to meet my angel?" 


This [Ts @ toughless. "No," Ralph replied at last. "I don't think you'l! ever get to meet her. 
I'm kind of a special case. But," he added with a wink, "If you ever see a lady with hair Itke 
mine, weartlng a purple Jogging sult and orange sneakerseee" 

Susan |Istened solemnly to his outlandish description. "Can | make a card now, Ralph?" 

"Suree You go right ahead." 

He watched as she moved off to the crafts table. Maybe It wasn't the rIght thing to do, but | 
can't very well let her talk about the sult.- There are too many people here that | know, and | 
could never explain about UFOs and IIttle green guys andes. 


The hand on his shoulder made him Jump. 


"Settle down! It's Just me, honeye" Pam had shed her apron In favour of a coat. “It's after 
five. Don't forget that appointment you have." 


He glanced down at his watche "Oh, yeah." 

"What was that all about, anyway?" 

"Huh?" 

"The IIttle girle You two had your heads together for quite a while." 


"Oh, that. It was just a |ittle discussfon about the latest fashlon for super-heroes." HIs eyes 
twinkled with amusement as he explained what had transpIred. 


"You didn't!" Pam chuckled. 


"What else could | do? Better that than trying to explain to my fellow teachers Just exactly 
what | was dolng downtown In a red leotard!" 


"| SUuppOSe.ee." 


"Suppose what?" BII1l Maxwell broke Into the conversation. "Aren't you two ready to go yet? I've 
had It!" 


"Yes, BIII, | just have to get my coat and tell Rhonda we're leavinge" Ralph thought for a 
second. "Why don't you and Pam go and get the car? I'll meet you out front In, say, about five 
minutes?" He tossed the keys to Pam. 


"Great! Let's get outta here, Counsellor!" Grabbing Pam's arm, Maxwell turned and started 
across the gyme 


"Just remember," Ralph's amused volce floated cryptically across the room behind them "I'II be 
watching." 


Pam started to giggle. 


rer san 
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OFFICIAL GUIDE-LINES FOR OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


OSIRIS Publications has a professlonally~tralined editorial staff. All our publications, although 
written by non-professionals, are and will continue to be handled In as professlIonal a manner 
possible. The followIng guide-IInes should be observed by anyone submitting matertal to OSIRIS 
Publ ications. 
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4. 
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All written material wlll be edited, and decisions of the editor will be flInal. If any 
rewriting Is required, the editor will return the submission to the writer, with appropri- 
ate comments. Otherwise, any alterations In spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. 
wlll be made by the editor. Under normal circumstances, no writer will be accorded the 
so-calied right of editorial review. Any decision on the merits of a submission will be 
made by the editorial staff, whose decision wlll not be subject to appeal. 


Written material should be neatly typed on 8; x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages must be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts wil! be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8; x 11 IIned paper. The editorlal staff reserves the right to reject any 
manuscript not deemed to be sufficlently legible. 


Art submisstons should be In black and white Ink only, with no large, dense black areas, 
and should be no larger than 8; x 11, Including a 1-Inch margin on all sides. Penclliled 
art will be accepted only If deemed truly exceptional. All art must be completely camera- 
readye Artists should send elther originals or good-quallty photocopies that require no 
touch-ups. Keep In mind that original art Is sent at the artist's own risk. 


Written material or art contalning or depicting gratultous excessIve vlolence or explicIt 
sex wlll be rejected. In such matters, the decIston of the editortal staff wlll be final. 


No written matertal or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication unt!I! a decislon on that matertal's acceptabl lity has 
been madee Similarly, no written material or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Publications. 


Any previously establIshed character from another source, whether from I|Iterature, cInema, 
or television, should, In any materlal submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave In a manner 
consistent with that previously establIshed for the character. 


No one will be notified of receipt of any submIssfon unless that submIsston Is accompanled 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submissions wll! be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submisstons wlll be Insured unless money for that Insurance Is Included. Once a submission 
has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor wlll be so advised. 


While decisions of the editorial staff are generally to be considered final, any contrib- 


utor wishing to discuss an editorlal decision Is free to do so, and a declsion may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide adequate support for such a change. 
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"Tales of SagIittara" 


(By LIsa Mudano) 


"What're you up to, buddy?" Starbuck querfed as he entered hIs friend's quarters. 


Apollo was busy checkIng out hIs appearance In a full-length mirror. "I've got a meeting over on 
the school ship with one of Boxey's teachers." 


The Lleutenant grinned wolftshly.- "Oh, really? Anyone | know?" 


The other man shook hIs head, then gave a final brush to hIs dark brown halr. "I don't think so. 
Her name's Zena.e She's Boxey's art teacher. It seems my son enjoys palnt-fighting." The last 
remark was Intended to get a chuckle from his friend, but Starbuck was sIlent. Curlous, Apollo 
Turned around. 


Something had obviously affected the young Lleutenant. HIs jaw hung open slightly, and his pale 
blue eyes were glassy with shock. He seemed to be concentrating on something far away. Apollo 
moved quickly to his side. "Starbuck?" 


His volce seemed to snap the other man from his trance. HIs eyes cleared a bIt as they met the 
Captain's, and some colour returned to his faces He exhaled sharply. "Sorry about that," he 
sighed, running a tremblIng hand through hIs tangled blond halr. "Guess I'm a IIttle out of It." 


"What's wrong? C'mon, tell me." 


"It's nothing, nothiInge" He shook his head sliIghtly, as If to clear something from It. "It's 
just that name... Old memorles. Let's drop It, okay? Tell me about this art teacher. Any 
possibilities between you two?" A shade of his famillar grin returned, but hIs eyes remalned 
troubled. 


Apollo took his friend by the arm and steered him to a chair. "You're not getting away that 
easily, Starbuck. Something's wrong. What Is It?" 


The Lleutenant laughed -- almost too jovially for Apollo's IIkIing -- as he collapsed gracefully 
Into the chaIre "Really, Apollo, I'm fine. It's just that | knew a girl back at the Academy 
named Zenae Couldn't be the same one, though." 


The Captain forced a laugh of his own, even though he could feel somethIng dying Inside him. 
This girl was the one Starbuck referred to; something made It quite Inevitable. "Oh, really? 
What makes you think that?" 

"She'd have been tapped for Warrlor duty by now. With the Intensive search we've got on all the 
time for new Warrlors, there's no way the computer could've mIlssed her. BesIdes, we had a lot of 


things unsettled between us. She'd have looked me up If she'd...survived..." 


"Oh, Lords, why do | get the feellng we're talkIng about one of your..-?" Once again, he ex- 
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pected Starbuck's usual banter. What he got was decldedly more hostlle. 


"No, dammit! She wasn't one of my-eeewhatevers! She was my friend -- the only true friend | 
think | ever really had." ) 


Apollo was more than slightly taken aback. "Starbuck, you never let anyone get close enough to 
you for that. Even Boomer and me, we're Just acquaintances when you get right down to It." 


The Lieutenant shook his head. "You're a lot more than that. I'm sorry, that didn't come out 
quite IIlke | wanted It to. | was talking more about my time at the Academy, before | learned 
that not everyone In the world Is out to use me, then abandon me." He smiled. "Zena was differ- 
ent. She got right around all my defences. Before | knew It, | was telling her everything. 
Whenever | had a problem, or even If | Just wanted to talk, | knew | could go to her." 


"Look, this Zena you kneweee Was she half-Scorplan, half-Sagittarlan?" 


The young Warrior felt his heart leap as he nodded slowly. "Her mother was a Scorplan slIress. 
Come to think of It, she was an artist, or something. Passed her telepathic skIlIls on to Zena." 


"| don't know how, but It sure sounds IIke we're talking about the same woman." 


He had to admit It was starting to look that waye "She's kind of on the small sIlde?" he asked. 
"Black hair, about to her shoulders? Black eyes that can look right through you?" Apollo 
nodded. "After five centons with her, you find yourself talking about your deepest feelings?" 
The Captaln nodded once again, and Starbuck gave a long, shuddering sIgh. "It's her. It has to 
be." 


"Do you want to come with me? You're off duty right now, aren't you?" 


He shook his head. "I can't. It's hard to explain, but It's been too longee. Too many things 
have changed. ! couldn't see her If she hates me for what happened..." 


Apollo was Intriqued. "You sure you don't want to tell me about It? I! can't see you dolng 
anything that bad, just as | can't Imagine Zena hating anyone, no matter what they had done." 


"If this concerned Just me, you know I'd tell you In a flashe Problem Is, Zena was as deeply 
Involved In It as | was, and chances are It could do more damage to her than to me." 


The two friends stood silently for a moment, each In his own way trying to decide what to do. 
Finally, Apollo went to his dresser and withdrew a small package from the top drawer. He un- 
wrapped It and held It out so Starbuck could see what It was. 


"Image tapes? What are you dolng with those?" 

Apollo passed the tapes to hime "When my father found out Zena was a Scorplan telepath and had 
been In the thick of the flighting on Sagittara, he asked If she'd mind turning over some of her 
tapes for the Archives. I haven't viewed them, but maybe you should. Just so you know a IIttle 


about what you'll be dealing with." 


He accepted the tapes gratefully. "Thanks, buddy. Hey, shouldn't you be getting out of here? 
Zena hates tardiness." 


= <7) & 


"You're right, of coursee" Apollo started out of the room, then turned back briefly. "Good 
luck, Starbuck." 


"Thanks." 


* tHe 


A quarter of a centar later, as he flew his shuttle toward the school ship, Apollo had to admit 
he didn't know what to think. Starbuck was so adamant that his relationship with Zena was purely 


PplatonIcee. | should belleve him... It's Just that the Idea of Starbuck having any sort of 
Lt A tat a beat a ae AT al I ak UR AI A a A RL SFL fat a 


platonic relationship with any woman Is so Incrediblee.. And If they had the kInd of relation- 
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ship | suspect, where does that leave me...? 








Unlike hIs phIlandertng friend, Apollo had been truly In love with very few women In hls IIfe. 
There was his adopted sister Dlana so long ago on Caprica -- a fire-halred beauty with a temper 
to match. Then, after the Destruction, there was SeriIna, the Caprican newswoman. She didn't 
have the temper Dlana had been cursed with -- but she was certalnly no less stubborn, and no less 
beautifule Then, after she dled, came Sheba. Daughter of Commander Caln, Caln the Juggernaut. 
Sheba had Inher!tted every ounce of her father's strength of character -- and, again, stubborn- 
nesse Apollo had died for her, and he had loved her -- yet she, too, was now dead. 


He was Just beginning to IIve agatn, largely thanks to Boxey's art teacher. He didn't know what 
he would do If he lost her to Starbuck. "How do | compete with him?" he wondered out loud. 
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As Apollo flew toward the school ship, pondering the true nature of Starbuck's relationshIp with 
Zena, his friend sat In a cubicle In the Archives Section of the GALACTICA, where the history of 
the Colonies was preserved. Archlves had the play-back machines necessary to vlew Scorplan Image 
Tapes. 


He glanced at the small disc In hIs hand. Written on Its surface, In a woman's handwriting, were 
the words, "Entry 43/6570-Recon. Sagittara" -- general Information about the structure and 
content of the tape, Including where and when It was recorded. The "Recon." notation Indicated 
the entry was a reconstruction of a particular day, done as soon as the Individual recording It 
was able to get to It. 


Sagittarae He still couldn't quite belleve It. True, It's the most obvious place for her to go. 
But | searched there... Thing Is, now | can look back, | searched all the wrong places. |! never 
thought to look for her In a shuttle yard... I'd've thought It decidedly beneath her style... 


"Maybe you didn't know her as well as you thought," he mused aloud as he Inserted the tape In the 
player and let It cycle. 


Image tapes were a tradition among Scorplan telepaths, dating back nearly a millenntum. They 
were a sort of dlary the [ndlvidual kept with fanatic regularity. Instead of belng normal 
hand-written or computer-dictated Journals, however, they were visual representations of a 
person's memorles and thoughts. A voice-over traditionally accompanied the scenes, but the 
fascinating aspect of the tapes was the clarity with whIch those scenes were visually recreated. 


Starbuck knew Archives was most Interested In the visual aspect of Zena's entry, but what would 
help hIm most was her narration. Everyone was different since the Destruction of the Colonies, 
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and this was the easlest way to get acqualnted with the woman she had become. 


A green light flashed on the console, Indicating the tape was ready for viewing. "Well, here 
goes nothing..." 


He pressed the play~back button, and Zena's volce fllled the cublcle -- soft, throaty, and warm, 
exactly as he remembered It. The vlewlng screen resolved Into a head-shot of the speaker as she 
dellvered her preliminary report. 


"This Is @ reconstruction of Entry 43, Yahren 6570. UnImportant detalls of the day Include my 
arrival at work at 0700 centars; the completion of the new president's shuttle for the ATLANTIA; 
and a fight with Latona over proper methods of welding a stabIl|Izer -- a dispute Jason settled In 
her favour, the son of a daggIt. 


"Since this Is a reconstruction, and according to tradition | have the right to focus on what | 
consider the most outstanding event of the day, | wish to deal specifically with the Cylon sneak 
attack on Sagittara, starting a centar prior to It. Calllope and | were finishing the military 
probe craft ordered by the GALACTICA..." 


KnowIng the actlon sequence of the tape was about to begin, Starbuck froze the Image, taking a 
few centons to drink In the sIght of the woman who had once been hls dearest friend. Zena had 
hardly changed In all the yahrens since he'd last seen her. Her halr was raven-black and shiny, 
flowing back from her face In soft, fine waves. Her eyes were equally black, appearing several 
times more direct than they probably were. Her.face was hardly an artist's dream, but there was 
@ perpetual serenity to her mildly attractive features that he had always found quite beaut! ful 
-- although never as much as now. Her smile was frank, Indicative of her demeanour. 


Smiling at long-burled memorles, Starbuck began the tape again. 


The screen displayed the Image of a fairly large shuttle-type craft, surrounded by the typical 
lightweight nysteel scaffolding shuttle-yard workers used for ease In clImbIng over thelr ves- 
sels. Two young women worked on the craft. One stood on the ground near the exhaust tubes, 
struggling with something, probably a sticky valvee The other straddled a strut atop the shut- 
tle. Starbuck couldn't see much of her features; she was all but lost In the flare of a plasma 
torch. InstinctIlvely, he knew the slim figure was Zena; the other woman was too tall, wlth short 
chestnut halr. 


Zena's volce-over began. "It was very late. Most of the workers had gone home -- celebrating 
the Armistice, and all that. | Imagine there weren't more than five people hanging around -- 
three of them waiting for Calllope and me to finish our work on a new military probe-shuttle for 
the GALACTICA. Selene was there to run the final checks when we fInIshed; Hera was stil! around, 
goIng over the secton's records; and Jason -- that son of a daggIt! -- was there because he was 
the supervisor and had to..esupervise. For my thoughts on his Ideas of his Job, see Entry 66, 
Yahren 6567. 


"At any rate, Calllope was working near the exhaust tubes, and | was dolIng some reinforcement 
work on top of the craft. From this point, | begin my entry." 


* & He Ht & 


"A truce means a lull In the flighting!" Callle hollered up at me. | was perched rather precari- 
ously atop the shuttle, welding a section of the hull, and she had to yell In order to be heard 
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above the low roar of my plasma torch. "If there Isn't any fightIng going on, why In the Twelve 
Worlds does Commander Adama need a military shuttle? Huh, Zena? Just tell me that, and I'll dle 
a happy woman!" 


"Just chill out, Callle, for Sagan's sake," | sighed, finally snapping off the torch and letting 
Its superheated fleld dle. "There's no polnt In busting a blood vessel over something you can't 
control." | lowered my goggles, both to see her better and to relleve some of the pressure of 
the head-strap on my skulle The requisite welders' goggles may have been the latest In protec- 
tive gear, but they were uncomfortable, and tended to give me headaches. 


Unfortunately for me and my headache, Calllope wasn't goIng to let the Issue drop. She moved 
Into the open so we could converse more easIly.- "You were almost one of them, though, Zee. | 
was hoping maybe you knew the reasoning behInd thIs Insanity." 


"Well, | don't," | Informed her quite matter-of-factly as | Inspected the newly welded section of 
hull. "Scuttle-butt has It, though, that the Commander doesn't believe there's gonna be any 
peace." 


That surprised her -- which, In turn, surprised mee Callle was so cynical about things concern- 
Ing the war, I'd Just assumed she shared the same suspIcions as the GALACTICA's mystertous 
Commander. | certainly did, and | IIke to consider myself an optimist. "He doesn't think the 


Cylons'|I| go through with the Armistice?" she querled. 


| shook my head, enjoyIng my friend's confusione. "Nopee And between you and me and the stars, | 
happen to think he's rIghte Catch!" Grinning mischlevously, | heaved the plasma welder Into the 
alre 


As Calllope cursed and dove to catch the heavy tool, | Swung over, grabbed the scaffolding, and 
clambered down to the ground, moving as quickly as possIblee But before | could hop off the 
nysteel structure, | felt a man's hands grab me about the walst and IIft me down. | tensed 
briefly, Just out of Instinct, but quickly relaxed. There was no danger -- and even If there 
were, my minor attack skIIIS would have been enough to handle It. 


| turned as soon as | was released, and came face to face with Jason, one of the supervisors. | 
knew he had seen me toss the torche My luck was such that he had to show up Just then. And he 
wasn't the sort to be amused by such things. 


"Watch what you're doling, okay, Zena?" he hissed. "If that torch had broken, It would've cost 
you four sectons' pay to replace It!" 


1 smiled, although without much humour. Jason could be so damned pompous sometimes. It usually 
got on my nerves, and with my rapidly developing headache, this time was no exception. "Lighten 
up, Jasone She caught It, didn't she?" 


He released my arms and stepped back, hIs face darkening with rage. "That's not the polnt, and 
you know Ite Both of you, clownIng around here..." He gestured wildly with his armse "..ewhen 
you've stil! got all thls work to finishe..!" 


My expresslIon must have changed, glving him some Indication of the nerve he'd struck. Normally, 
| was cool and IIght-hearted about IIife In generale It was rare that the temper I'd InherlIted 
from my Scorplan mother flared. As far as | was concerned, though, If he didn't ease off right 
away, this was golIng to become a rare occasion -- and fast. 
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Luckily for all concerned, Jason saw the danger signse "Get back to work," he repeated, and 
stalked away. 


| watched hIm gow. "Get back to work," | mocked him. "What the flying felgercarb does he think 
we've been dolng all this time?" 


Calllope shrugged, and returned to her battle with the stiff lon-control valve. "He's just got a 
fly up hIs exhaust because we're still working. If It weren't for us, he could be home with 
Antilope and Joshua by now, celebrating the Armistice." 


| shifted my gaze to here She was getting absolutely nowhere. If | didn't do something to help, 
we'd be there all night. Shrugging, | went to her side. "If Commander Adama hadn't ordered this 
shuttle, we all could be home partying by nowe" My hands closed over Callfope's, and the two of 
us struggled to get the valve engaged. 


We were sIlent for several microns, concentrating a!{ our energy on the troublesome valve. It 
barely moved. 


"| wonder what Lleutenant Starbuck's dolIng right now," Callle mused. 


Somehow, | managed to keep a blank face and hold my tongue -- not an easy task against such 
polInted need!Ina-. Of late, I'd been thinking of Starbuck too damned much, and constant quips 
from my friends didn't help to make the longing any less painful. 


There were days when I| really regretted telllng some of the girls about my past. | could blame 
the telling on too much baharrt, but | could never take It back -- and sometimes, that hurt a 
lot. When my thoughts weren't so dark or pensive, | could look back on the events that took me 
from the Caprican Academy to a Nova City shuttle yard and chuckle appreclatively at the Irony of 
It alle This wasn't one of those times. 


Only a few short yahrens ago, I'd been sitting on top of the Twelve Worlds, as the sayIng went. 
| was helress to my father's vast land holdings and my mother's soclal and artistic prestige; and 
even more Important -- at least, to me ~~ | was attending the Caprican MIil!tary Academy, where | 
had hopes of graduating as a Warrior and going off to fight against the Cylon Empire. Then, In a 
few short centars, not even a secton from graduation, It all disappeared. | threw away my entire 
future for the sake of a friend... 


The bulld-up of grief and memorles and could-have-beens must have provided that final necessary 
surge of strength, for the valve finally fllpped up, engaging Immediately. Callle and | both 
collapsed agalnst the side of the shuttle, gasping for breath, and grinning IIke Idlots. 


"I'd better get Selene, so we can finish this monster up," my friend remarked after a centon or 
soe She started off Into the shadows. 


"Take your time," | called after her as | eased myself over to the entry ramp, where | collapsed 
again. Every muscle In my body ached from clImbIng around the probe craft and controlling the 
heavy plasma welder. 


The night settled In around me, bringing with It the palnfully vivid memortes that lately were 


never more than an Instant's Idle reflection away. I'd been reminiscing more than usual, | 
suppose, because of the peace talks. After all, with the most significant event In human history 
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about to take place, It was only natural to be reminded of those more personal events that had 
destroyed my chance to be a part of It alle Circe sald that was the case, and Circe was takIng 
night classes In psychology at Nova City's local college. 


| could handle the memorles. They were no problem for me, because they were just that -- memo- 
ries. It was the voices | couldn't cope withe There were quite a few of them, and they all 
dealt with the same subject -- the IncIdent that caused my expulsion from the Academy. 


*Zena, you are a disgrace to the Academy...* 

*They're mine, sir. Starbuck was tryIng to dispose of them...* 

*You had such potential, Zena. I'm terribly disappotnted In youse..* 

*It Is Inconcelvable to me that anyone as bright as you would throw away her career IIke thlIs...* 
*Zena, whyeece?* 


The last volce -- Starbuck's volce -- cried out loudest of all, and cut deepest. The only thing 
| really regret Is that he got caught In that mess. DespIte my best efforts, he didn't come away 
from It unscathed. 


Anyway, | guess I'd been lying on the ramp, contemplating the stars and |Ife In general -- and, 
yes, Lleutenant Starbuck -- for about twenty centons or so when | first heard the laser fire. 


fF TUF 


Starbuck froze the tape agains He'd expected more on the Incident that tore them apart back at 
the Academy. Suddenly, he realized her reason for the vague, mlsleading references to the 
scandal. KnowIng =~ or at least suspecting -- the tape would eventually wind up In Archives, 
she'd edited out any specific mention of the affair, purposely keepIng up the charade she'd 
started back In _ school. Vague references would produce predictable conclusions -- and no 
questions. 


He chuckled pensIvely- "You've been out of my IIfe for so many yahrens, yet your first Instinct 
Is stil! to protect me." It was odd, knowIng she'd thought about hIm to such lengths, know!Ing 
she still considered the two of them friends, as If nothIng had changed. 


HIs thoughts wandered to the Incident In question. It's laughable now, with so many yahrens and 
so much tragedy behind us, that such an Insignificant occurrence could make such a dIfference In 
enn nnnnn neem nnn ernnnnn ernment 
anyone's IIfe, not just minee.. 


It was their senlor yahren at the Academy, Just prior to graduation. Finals had started. Up to 
that point, Starbuck had ranked first In the class, with Zena second, and a young noble named 
Cronus third. It had been that way for most of the term, and both he and Zena knew Cronus wasn't 
happy with the situation. But they hadn't considered he might try anything outside of bettering 
them In scholastic competition. 


Starbuck was surprised to find he still shuddered when he recalled the moment the Provost sum- 
moned him and Zena to his office, where he announced that several kIlos of a potent and highly 
Illegal narcotic had been discovered In each of thelr rooms. When pressed for detalls, he sald 
only that he was acting on an anonymous tip.- He then leaned back In his chalr and calmly asked 
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for an explanation. 


The Instant he asked for It, Starbuck's mind went blank -- the only time In hlIstory he could 
remember It having done soe It was no good to clalm they'd never seen the drugs before; there 
was no way the Provost would belleve them -- especlally In Starbuck's case. 


As he sat frozen In utter shock, Zena opened her mouth and began to spew the most 
well-constructed IIne of felgercarb he'd ever heard. She sald all the drugs were hers, that her 
parents had recently dled -- something he later learned was true -- and she needed money. 
Starbuck, she InsIsted, had found part of her stash and, as a favour to her, was golng to dispose 
of It before the Provost was alerted. And, In fact, he hadn't even found her entire supply. 


Starbuck couldn't belleve hIs ears. There was nothing he could say. She'd set hIm up as noble 
and rule~abiding, and any attempt to blow her story would only reInforce It. It was a master- 
plece, and he hated her for It. 


He wasn't too surprised when the Provost asked him to leave; the man wanted to question Zena 
privatelye Starbuck went quietly, nursing an Incredible feeling of dread that got worse as the 
day wore one It was against the rules for hIm to lolter around the Provost's office, so he went 
back to his room and called Zena's, leaving a message for her to contact hIm as soon as she 
returned. 


Centars went by; she didn't call. He spent the entire time pacing the floor, desperately trying 
to come up with some way to get her off the hook -- and he came up with nothing. Finally, he 
called the Provost's office; the man's secretary told hIm Zena had left over ten centons earlier, 
and wasn't returning. She'd been expelled. 


Badly shaken, Starbuck Immediately went to the women's residence, hoping to talk to her before 
she left, and ended up missing her by no more than flve centons. Lavanna, her roommate, handed 
him a note In which she sald good-bye, asked him not to try to find her, and begged that he not 
make her sacrifice a valn one. 


The next hundred or more centars were no more than a bad dream. Starbuck wasn't sure precisely 
what had happened; all he knew was that someone had framed them, and that Zena had thrown away 
her career to save hls. 


A centar before graduation, a friend passed along some Information gleaned from Cronus's room- 
mate. Cronus had bragged Incessantly about getting rid of Zena. Starbuck hadn't made the 
connection with thelr rival before then; when It was finally made for hIm, he nearly kIlled the 
other cadet. Only Lavanna's reminder of thelr friend's sacrifice held hIm back. 


After graduation, before accepting his commission aboard the GALACTICA, the new Warrior went to 
Sagittara to find Zenae With the IIttle knowledge he had of her famlly, he spent nearly a sectar 
searching for her. But he searched through the upper-middle classes of the planet's soclety -- 
and she had chosen to completely lose herself by disappearing Into the working classe 


Then, when the Cylons destroyed the Colonies, Starbuck gave up.- He assumed she was dead. 


Mechanically, his finger depressed the play-back button agalIn, and Zena's volce contInued her 
narration. 


eee He 
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It was strangee There was no way someone would fire a laser on shuttle-yard grounds, and there 
was no reason for Ite Even the few shIips' weapons we tested were fired only In flight, where 
they could do IIttle damage. Hauling myself to my feet, | headed In the general direction of the 
sound to Investigate. 


| saw nothing at first, but the sound of laser fire grew louder and more distinct. Then | 
rounded the corner of a ship, and the nightmare began. In the split micron | stood exposed, | 
saw the last thing | ever expected. 


A pair of Cylon centurtons marched between the rows of shIps! Every so often, they fired thelr 
weapons at some target | couldn't see. 


As | sald, It was only a splIt micron before my reflexes kicked In. | threw myself back the way 
I'd come, and worked my way Into a shadowy niche between two struts on one of the shuttles. 


| stayed there for about flve centons or so, completely numb with shock. Cylons, walking around 
as If they owned the frakkin' place! What was golng on? Where was the Fleet? How was the 
Fleet? And how In Sagan's name did Cylons manage to land on SagIittara, of all places? 


Of course, | found out the answers later. But In those first few centons, all | knew was confu- 
Ston, betrayal, and fear. 


Much later, when | was able to compare notes with survivors from the other Colontes, | reallzed 
the Cylons considered Sagittara a special case. Elsewhere, from Aquarla to Scorpla, they used 
their Raiders to wipe out every human they found. But In the case of Sagittara, they saw much 
they could use, especlally our heavy Industry. 


Anyway, when the two centurltons had passed, | roused myself; | had to fInd out what had happened 
to my friends. As an old combat-theory Instructor had drummed Into my skull, where there's one 
Cylon, there are usually more, and If we were under attack, | was safer with a group than by 
myself. It took a few centons to orlent myself, but as soon as | was certain where | was, | 
headed straight for the malIn yard office. 


| don't remember what | was thinking as | raced between the shuttles; In fact, I'm pretty sure my 
mind was blanks But | InstinctIvely kept one ear cocked for any sound of Cylons. 


I'd almost reached the edge of the shuttle field when my foot hIt something, and | automatically 
looked downe It was all | could do to bite back a shriek of surprise and horror -- I'd nearly 
fallen over Calllope, who lay sprawled In the dust. 


When my nerves were back under control, | knelt beside her. "Callle?" | called softly, even 
though | knew she couldn't possibly hear me. There was blood on her head, and more soaking her 
coveralls. Shaking, |! brushed her short hair aside and reached for her throat, trying to find a 
pulsee But there was none. She was dead. 


| stumbled back, gagging, as the truth hit mee Calllope was dead. ThIs was war, and It was much 
closer to home than It had any blessed right to be. 


Before | could surrender to the horror and the panic, my ears caught the sound of Cylons approach- 


Inge Adrenalin took control, and | rane Thoughts of my friends and of proper procedures were 
frozen, forgotten. Only self-preservation remalned. 
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As my feet pounded the packed dirt, my mind turned over the possIbI|lItles of the situation. If 
there were as many centurlons around as | suspected, It was entirely concelvable | was the only 
human beIng left allve In the shuttle yard. | had no Idea about the rest of the planet. Brief- 
ly, | wondered about the Colonial Fleet, but quickly closed off that IIne of tThinkIng- 


It was obvious | had to find a place to hide -- a good place, where Cylon ground squads wouldn't 
find me. | slowed, then came to a stop, breathing heavily. From the first Instant |'d heard the 
laser fire, I'd unconsciously listened for the sounds of Raiders overhead -- but | hadn't heard 
anye 


"No Ralderseee" | mused, then suddenly had my answere Turning to the shuttle on my left, | 
grabbed a stabIIlIzIng fin and began the gruelling task of haullng myself to the top of the ship. 
They'd never see me up there. 


As | scrambled up the hull, | heard a centurton move Into position directly beneath me, tryIng to 
take alm. We're civilians! | thought despalringly. We're not prepared to fight them, dammit! 
We shouldn't have Toee.! 


It wasn't falre True, few things In this I!fe are, but one thing all of us had begun to accept 
as the norm was that the Cylon-Human War was strictly a military struggle. 


We were very wronge If | had the time, | could have re-analyzed the entire clvIllan outlook on 
the War. Obviously, | didn't have the time. Staying allve was all that counted. 


My hands closed on the topmost strut; all | had to do was haul myself over to the apex of the 
craft, and I'd be safe from everything but an overhead attack. | tensed, preparing for the 
effort. And suddenly, my left leg collapsed. 


It was several microns before | reallzed I'd been shot. | gritted my teeth and somehow managed 
to pull myself to relative safety. | don't know how | did It, but then, thinking back, I'm not 


really sure | know how | did half the things | did that night. 


Once | was safely out of range of any laser fire, | lay on my back, starting up at the sky, tryIng 
to suppress the palin that washed over me In waves. I! refused to even look at my wound; crazy as 
It sounds now, |! had to classify It as counter-productive.e. Of course, at the time, | had no Idea 
how serfous IT was. 


Centons passed, as | ran through several alternative plans |! could Implement once the Immedlate 
crisis was over. Unfortunately, none of them were workable. | had no Idea where the Fleet could 
be found -- or even If there was a Fleet left to finde And If the Cylons managed to take over 


every last one of the Colonlese.. 


| was finally jerked from my reverle by the realization that everything was quiet In my Immedlate 
vicinity, and that someone was wafking around on the ground below me -- someone human. 


"Zena!" a volce called. 


Cautlously, |! peered over the edge of the shuttle, and nearly burst Into tears of relief. IT was 
Jason, and he was alone. 


I've never been so happy to see anyone or hear anyone's volcee Even If It was Jason. He was 
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human, and he was someone | knew. 


After scanning the area one more time for any IIngeriIng Cylons, | leaned over the edge of the 
craft. "Jason! Up here!" He looked up sharply, and | waved. 


HIs face broke Into a relleved grin, and he waved backe "Come on down," he called. "We're clear 
for now!" 


Moving cautlously, for my leg was fast losing the comforting numbness of the past few centons, | 
got down the side of the shIp- When | reached the ground, he enveloped me In a bear-hug. "Thank 
the Lords you're safe!" he whispered. 

| stayed In hIs arms for a centon, enjoying the IIluston of safety, then pulled back. "Once | 
figured out they weren't sending Ralders agalnst us, It was easy.e | Just got above the fighting. 
Not very noble, but It kept me allve." 


We shared an all-too-brief laughe "I'm glad you're all right, too," | told hime "How about 
Selene and Hera?" 


He nodded, and | sighed with rellef, taking an Involuntary step backwards. That's when he 
noticed my lege “You're hurt!" he exclalmed. "How bad Is I+?" 


| shook my head, shrugging off the Injury. "Don't worry about me. What's golng on?" 

HIs expression was sober, and | saw with some surprise that he'd been crying. "Apparently, the 
peace conference was a trape Reports say all the Colonies have been attacked, and nearly wiped 
out." 


"What about the Fleet?" 


"The GALACTICA's the only ship left of those escorting the president. Commander Adama's sent 
word that anyone who can find a spaceworthy vessel Is to rendezvous In the skies above Cymtar." 


"Jason," | asked, almost afrald to know, "have you tried to reach Antilope?" She was his wife. 


He nodded, and as he did, the tears he'd been fighting broke free. | held out my arms, and he 
stumbled Into my embrace, shaking violently with heart-rending sobs. 


1 released him when his tears had passed, and he drew back. "We didn't know what happened to you 
and Callie. As soon as the death squad left the yard, | came out to look for you." 


"Jasonee." | begane Words falled me as the Image of Calllope's bloody corpse filled my mind. It 
was his turn to hold me agaln. 


"| Know," he whispered, his face buried In my hair. "I found her..." 
We stood that way, Just holding each other, for as long as we could. Finally, though, we both 
knew we had to get moving. If the damage done by the Cylons was as extensIve as we suspected, we 


couldn't stay. 


"Selene and Hera are really all right?" | asked agaln. 


* BI] * 


He slung an arm around my shoulders and steered me In the direction of the yard office. "Yes. 
Lords, we were luckye We went to Investigate the laser fire, and spotted them right off. We all 
managed to hide while they tore up the office." He chuckled bitterly. "Imagine, | thought the 
laser fire was you and Callie fooling around again." 


| had to laughe It was absurd, but It was such a Jason thing to think. He continued. "When we 
were able to get back Into the office, we found a coded message coming over the com. Selene 
broke the code. It was from the GALACTICA, about the rendezvous. Our only problem Is to find a 
ship that'll! fit the requirements they've set." 


"Which are?" | knew relatively little about the way the enIgmatic Commander Adama thought and 
worked, but this sounded IIke him. 


"Lean on mee We'll! continue this with Selene and Hera." 

| had IIittle time to think during the brief walk to the yard's matin office, for most of my 
attention was focussed on suppressing the pain In my Injured lege | knew I'd pay for It later, 
but so be It. It was that, or Ile down and give upe AII | could hope was that, when everything 
finally caught up with me, It would be In a place where someone could take care of me, not 
somewhere | had to look out for myself. 

The office was a mess. Furniture was overturned and smashed; filles and computer tapes were 
scattered everywhere. Selene sat at the communications table, fooling with the equipment. Half 


the stuff looked IIke It was ready for the Junk-plle. 


Before { could comment on the state of the place, | was struck from the side, and IIterally 
staggered with the force of Hera's greetinge "Thank the Lords!" she cried, bursting Into tears. 


Selene turned from her work. "That's It, Jason -- no more Information." 
He sighed. "Well, then. All we need Is a shlIp." 


Hera guided me to a nearby chair, and | sat down gratefully. "Jason," | reminded him, "you stIll 
haven't told me the specs for thls escape ship we need." 


Selene answered for him. "It needs to be spaceworthy, preferably with hyperspace capabIIIty, but 
definitely with the durabIIlIty for a prolonged space voyage." 


We were quiet for a while, just thinking. After all, we were In a shuttle yard. Most of what we 
had was up for repairs, and what wasn't was only good for short distances... 


Then | remembered the transport. "What about the recon vessel! Callle and | were working on?" 


Hera and Jason looked IIike they actually might give the Idea some consideration, which was great 
with mee As far as | was concerned, It was our best chance. 


But Selene didn't agreee "We need a ship," she sald bluntly, "not some Jjury-rigqged, souped-up 
shuttle. If Commander Adama Is thinkIng about taking us some place where we can IIve In relative 


safety, It's golIng to be a long journey -- longer than that |Ittle ship can cope with." 


"To Hades with that!" | snapped. "It's spaceworthy, and specifically desIgned for long-dIstance 
recon worke If | understand the message right, It more than fits the requirements for JoIning 
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the GALACTICA. Besides, {I'd rather take my chances with the unknown than with those Cylon 
creepse | know what they're gonna do If they catch us!" 


Her eyes narrowed slightly- "Are you sure you're not trying to risk our lives just for a chance 
to see Lleutenant Starbuck agaln?" 


| resisted the Impulse to slap her across the face. "He could be dead by now, for all | know -- 
or care, at this point. At any rate, he's In the past, and the Cylons are very much In the 
present. Take your choice. Come with me, or stay here and be captured by the Cylons." 


My leg was killing me, and It was only my deep-rooted survival Instinct that kept me from simply 
collapsing In the dirt and walting for the Invaders to find mee Just then, | wanted nothing more 
than to break down and cry. It's probably to my credit that | didn't. I+ Is definitely to my 
discredit that | haven't yet. 


To my amazement, Jason took my side- "Selene," he told her In his "don't mess with me" volce, 
"Zena's rights We need a ship, and we need one nowe The transport Is our best hope." 


"But It'll never survive a journey of any length!" she protested. 


"It doesn't need toe There are only four of use Once we hook up with the GALACTICA, we can 
scrub It In favour of space on one of the other shIps. It won't be any problem." 


Okay, so he was belIng a tad optimistic. Who would've thought everything would be as crowded as 
It Is? Suffice It to say, we did get off Sagittara In one plece. 


* * & He 


The Images stopped, and the vlewIng screen resolved once again Into a tight head-shot of Zena. 
"Nothing much else happened that day.e We successfully hooked up with the GALACTICA and ships 
from the rest of the Colonies. The first thing we did was turn our transport over to the GALAC- 
TICA, and they arranged for new quarters for all of use AssIgnments came later. 


"I'd IIke to close this tape by commenting that | can't belleve we were able to deal that Inti- 
mately with the GALACTICA without word getting back to Lleutenant Starbuck. Some day, maybe when 
we're settled on this world Commander Adama speaks so reverently about, I'l! hunt him up. Some 
day -- when what | did for him no longer matters to the rest of the world. 

"This concludes Entry 43, Yahren 6570." 

Starbuck stopped the tape, hIs heart pounding with emotion. It was all too Incredible for hIm to 
accept -- yet too simple and too IIke the kind of luck that always followed Zena for hIm to deny 
it. 

His thoughts whirled. Af! he knew was that he had to see her. 


He had to see her, and to Hades with the consequences. Leaving the Image tape In the player, he 
rushed from the vlewIng cublIcle. 


+ 2 £2 


Zena sat In the middle of her classroom about flve centons after “pollo left. She had expected 
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to meet with the man, to discuss his son's behaviour In class -- nothing too serlous. She had 
definitely not been prepared to hear that Lleutenant Starbuck knew she was allve and well and 
teaching art on the Fleet's school ship. The sItuation presented possIbIIItles and problems she 
wasn't prepared for, and now, she suddenly would have to cope with them. 


"This Is ridiculous!" she cried finally, throwlng her hands up In disguste "He was golIng to find 
out about you eventually, Zena -- might as well be realistic about It! You knew what you were 
risking when you gave Apollo those damned tapes!" She paused briefly. "Question Is, what do | 
do about It now that It's happened?" 


It was no good running any moree She knew Starbuck well enough to realize her explanation of so 
many yahrens ago would never have satisfied hime He's so naflve about what public opinion can do 


to a persone Now that he knows I'm allve, he won't rest unt!! he finds meee. 


"He's probably on hIs way over here right now," she laughed to herself. "Hades' blood, I'm 
surprised he walted long enough to watch the tapes!" 


"| had to know something about the kInd of person you've become." 

Startled, she looked up sharply. Starbuck stood In the doorways A torrent of emotions washed 
over her -- some of them her own, some of them not. Grabbing her cane, she pushed herself to a 
standing posIttion. 

"| had to know If you hated me or not," the man finished. 


"What?" The question, so simple, and yet so very complicated, brought tears to her eyes. 


He took a few tentative steps Into the classroom. "I let you take the rap back at the Academy. 
| never knew how you felt about It." 


His concern was her undolIng- Her cane fell to the floor with a clatter as she held out her arms 
to hime "Oh, Starbuck!" she cried as he rushed Into her arms. 


They held one another quietly for a long time; It was something they had both thought would never 
happene When they finally separated, Zena brushed tears from her eyese "What In Hades do you 
mean, you let me take the rap for you? You didn't have any choice In the matter! | couldn't let 
a brilllant career IIke yours be wasted." 


He smiled In spite of himself. "Oh, so you were Just golng to throw away your own to save mine? 
What kInd of sacrifice Is that?" 


"The very best kInde I did It because | wanted toe Nobody forced me Into It. 1 did It because 
you were |IIke a brother to me. Still are, In fact." 


Starbuck pulled her close agaIne "I thought you must have dled In the Destruction," he told her. 
"Why didn't you try to get In touch with me?" 


She sensed a tone of betrayal In hIs volce, something she had desperately hoped wouldn't be 
there. “It was easler that way," she told him. "If I'd started hangIng around with you again, 


somebody might've recognized us, and there would have been questions." 


He chuckled bitterlye "Do you have any Idea how many times | have damned you to Hades for belng 
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so frakkIn' noble? Zena, | don't care what people think. If what happened still matters to 
them, they're not the kind of people | want to assoclate with. My real friends will belleve the 
truth.e We didn't have anything to do with those drugs, and you know Ite It was Cronus, not us." 


She laughed, pulling away from hime "Yeah, Cronus. You know that, and | know that, but the 
records say they were minee And you know what they say, Starbuck. Records don't lie." 


A mischltevous glint came Into his eyes, and he took her by the hand. "That's pure felgercarb -- 
felgercarb we are goIng to clean up right now. Come on!" He picked up her cane and ceremonlous- 
ly presented It to her. 


"What are you doing? Where are you takIng me, you nut-case?" 


"We've got a meeting with some friends of mine, to talk about gettIng some records changed!" 


el Lee 
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"Star Dancing" 
(By Mary Robertson) 


Tame heals those wounds that tear the heart, 
But memortes are Long. 

I'm holding you, but dancing to 

A hals-remembered song. 


The music's not the same for me; 
I hear another score. 

And as we Sway, my mem'rieds say 
I've danced this way before--- 


Another woman in my wuns, 
Another starry night, 

Another head upon my bed 
As I turn out the Light. 


But hold me close and share this dance, 
This consummate duet, 

And 4§ our close 4s chose enough... 
Perhaps I wihl forget. 
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"Survive the Alllance" 
(By LIsa Mudano) 


(From an original treatment created for OSIRIS Publications 
by Sharon Monroe and J.D. Rich) 


"Survive the Alllance" Is, as readers of our predecessor publ Icatlon PURPLE AND ORANGE? wI!! ob- 
serve, now under new management..eum, authorshiIpe We think you will find the change a great 
Improvement. But first, a brlef summary of past events. 


*When the Visitors returned to Earth, the human fighters of the Resistance forces 
appealed to the reptilian tnvaders' anclent enemies for ald. Thelr radio call 
went out Into space, summoning those they hoped would become thelr allles. 
Needless to say, they didn't get quite what they bargained for. The VIsItors' 
enemies were.e.ethe Cylons. 


*The battlestar GALACTICA also heard the cry for help, and several Viper teams 
were sent Into the planet's atmosphere to Investigate the current sItuatlon. 
Captain Apollo was promptly shot down by something hIs friend and wing-mate 
Lteutenant Starbuck thought to be a flyIng marine mammal. tInreallty, It was a 
high-tech helicopter called AIRWOLF, flown by the not-too-friendly Stringfellow 
Hawkee Starbuck, of course, landed to try to find and rescue his friend.* 


And now, for those just JoIning us, this Is the current state of things: 


*As Baltar and his Cylon forces settle Into a comfortable orbIt around Earth and 
begin harassing Visitor shuttle and supply runs, the men and women of the GALAC- 
TICA walt anxtously for word from thelr missing pllots -- who, as we well know, 
are In trouble yet agaln. 


*Apollo, who survived the crash of his Viper, has been captured by Diana, the 
former commander of the Visitor forces, who has had hIm processed In her "conver- 
slon chamber." She has also selzed ResIstance leader Jullet Parrish, and re- 
placed her with an exact Visitor dup! Icate. 


*Starbuck, on the other hand, was more fortunate; he ran across Michael Knight 
and hIs talking Trans Am, KITT -- agents for the Foundation for Law and Govern- 
mente After some fancy talking, Starbuck persuaded Michael and KITT to help him 
search for the wreckage of Apollo's Viper. 


*inspector General PhIIIp, current head of the Visitor forces, has charged a band 
of human mercenartes ted by Resistance hero Ham Tyler with the task of tracking 
down Dlana and bringing her to Justice. 


*Meanwhile, the Earth-based forces (the good guys) have learned that the shuttle 
carrying the Visitor Leader and his new consort, the Starchild Ellzabeth Maxwell, 
was sabotaged by Diana. It has been IntIimated that all aboard were kIlled. 


*it has also been suggested that one should trust one's InstIncts.* 
All In all, quite a jumbled messe And that Is the state of things as we begin... 
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Part Ill: AttItude Adjusted 


Diana smiled conspIratorlally at the blonde Visitor seated before here "You look well, Jullet. 
Are you prepared to return to your dutles at Sclence Frontiers?" 


"Of course, Commander." She returned the smile; It was the only thIng about her that was not the 
exact Image of Dre Jullet Parrish. "You desire certain personnel placed In key positions, with 
security observation of others. | assume status of current research and access to speclallized 
experimental equIpment are also among your primary concerns for the present." 


"You read my mind, my dear." 


"| won't let you down, Commandere" At Diana's sharp glance, she became somewhat flustered. 
"SorryeeeDianae" 


The Visitor leader allowed her gaze to remain stern a moment longer, then smiled. "I trust not." 
It was, at best, an Icy reassurance. 


After Jullet left, the dark-haired repti|ltan Commander snacked on gold=-fish -- an expensive dell- 
cacy In the desert -- as she awalted her second appolIntment of the early dawn hours. 


Lieutenant James arrived a few moments later. "We have secured our objective," he told her with 
@ somewhat presumptuous smile. "The human community of San Carlos Is now under our control. We 
have taken sufficlent hostages to assure the cooperation of the Inhabitants, and can begin 
transfer at your command." 


"Thank you, Lleutenant. Begin transferring our supplies and personnel. | prefer to be closer to 
a centre of civilisation as soon as possible -- assuming the place Is Indeed secure. The conver- 
slon process must begin Immediately. | would rather rely on personal loyalty, not merely on 


obedience through coerclon.e These humans can be so treacherousees You may go." 


He looked displeased at the abrupt dismissal, but accepted her Implted censure with only a small 
hiss as he saluted and left the sparsely decorated command chamber. 


Diana glanced around. At least this place Is dryee.e. The vegetation and animal I!fe are almost 
enough to make me homesICkKee-. 


She fished another shimmering, flopping creature from the transparent bow! besIde her, and 
delicately halved the fish before swallowIng Ite As she enjoyed the extra burst of flavour, she 
considered her next guest, who was coming In response to a speclal request, and would help to 
strengthen the conversion-chamber loyalty grafted onto the human Captatn Apollo, her most recent 
toys Before she could devote the time hIs wealth of Information demanded, she had to Insure his 
unwavering devotion. The particular means of dolng so had presented Itself early In his conver- 
ston treatment. 


To best uti!Ize the opportunity, she had selected one of her female officers and commanded that 
the allen be outfitted In a new bodysult, wig, and clothing. James had protested, saying thelr 


valuable suppIles were few enough without wasting time and energy on new bodysults. 


Diana stghed as she recalled thelr argument. He Is becoming so tiresomeee. 
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But In the end, he had done as ordered, and wlth the result of his efforts standing before her, 
she had to admit the Job had been flawlessly done. 


"Exquisite!" she exclaimed, walking around the newest arrival In her office, studying her from 
all anglese "Captaln Apollo cannot help but love you, my dear. You are exactly as he remembers 
his dear, departed wife Serina." 


"Yes, Commander," her subordinate replied noncommittal ly. 


"{ promised him his heart's desire, Serina, and you are It. Have you studied the tapes | gave 
you?" 


"Yes, Commander." 
"Very good. From this moment on, you love Apollo more than IIfe Itself." 
"If | muste" She sounded as though the prospect disturbed her. 


"You will do It, Serina," Diana stated coldly, and there was no mistaking the deadly undertone to 
her voice. "Come. It Is time you were reunited with your dearly beloved husband. | just adore 
reuntons." 


kak 


Standing at a large bay window In the Visitor Legatton's command centre, Lydia watched the rIstIng 
of Sol, Earth's sun, as she walted for news of the attack on Dlana and her renegades. Soon, 
Tyler should be calling to report success or fallure In ferreting out the former Commander's 
hidden base. 


To distract herself, she turned her thoughts back to the sun, and to the construction of the 
solar system they presently occupled.- "Sun, Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars," she recIted. She had 
always found that fascinating. The humans have such a wonderful tendency to name planets after 
legends from thelr own culture... "Mars, hmm? Some old deity of war," she recalled. "At least, 


In that, they show some promise. They recognize war's place In the cosmose.." 


Her thoughts then turned to the makers of war, beginning with the Leader. She had met hIm once. 
He had decorated her personally, and had won her undyIng loyalty.s He was dead now -- at Diana's 
handse There Is no way | can prove she killed hIm, but | know... 





Then there was PhIilIp, current leader of the Visitor fleet In thls sector. He was pulling them 
together again, preparing for war with the Cylons, and considering an alllance with the humans. 
If he can bring us victory, It Is concelvable he could one day be Leader hImsel fee. 

She served Philip as she had once served the Leader, with complete loyalty and unswerving devo- 
tion. She compared him with Charles, the devastatingly desirable Prince of Raman who had so 
briefly been her lover before marrylIng Diana -- and eventually succumbing to polsone DIana would 
have succeeded In executing me for that, If not for PhIIIp's timely Interventlon... 


Her lips thinned. A plIty Charles and Diana did not have more time to plot against each other. 
SN AS het ASI I UIE CARS RUE UPN 1S UN SIS 


He was so arrogantly certain of successee. She would have shown hIm the error of such thinking 
before too long. Then, when the time was ripe, | could have stepped In and crushed her... 
prea Ata SAREE ht BE AR A ED I AS natal SO cat RIS Lh EU Sd ACA) es BU A Se 


102 % 


Her hands tightened Into fists as she savoured the fantasy. 


* & kt 


Hannibal Smith checked hIs watch one more times The sun tinted the horizon a brilllant orange, 
with deep purple banding the IIghtening sky» Dawneee The time of day when Earth's lizards are 
most IIkely to be caught nappIng».e.- They were taking Ham Tyler's word that the Visitors had 
similar habIts. 


"Go!" He gave the whispered order over a small walkle-talkle, then moved out among the rocks, 
staying low to avoid Diana's sentries. 


A moment later, he came across a gutted allene Faber's worksee. HIS own people were neater. 
Only Tyler's "Inner circle" took such dellght In mutilating the Visitor dead. 


"Remind me never to get on their bad side." Templeton Peck, known as Face, moved up bestIde the 
Colonel, looking grim. Something In hIs nature abhorred bloodshed; he would kIII when hecessary, 
but as a rule preferred to con his way Into and out of trouble. He was the best at It, too, 
often playing for the highest of stakes. HIs loyalty to the team was absolute, and he was as 
competent a soldier as any of theme LIke all of the A-Team, he was addicted to "the jazz." 


"Yeahe" Smith bit off one end of a cigar, but left the wicked-smelling stogle unlit; he was too 
professional to risk glving away thelr position. "But It does save us the bother of dealing with 
prisoners. Let's move." 


The two former Special Forces officers left the torn green body where It lay. A moment later, 
they heard shots and a yell from Just ahead of them -- Tyler, two minutes before the agreed-upon 
signal to open fire. "That man has no respect for a good plan," Smith muttered as he and Face 
ran to join the battle. 


The Visitors they fought were In the process of loading boxes of equipment Into a purlotned 
semi-traller when attacked. The sounds of laser fire and ricochetting bullets quickly brought 
more of the enemy from the cavern In the side of the rocky mountain. 


Having successfully Inflltrated the cavern past the defenders, Face paused a moment to catch his 
breath. When he stepped out from a sheltering niche between two boxes, he found hImself face to 
face with a dark-haired stranger In a brown outfit unlike anything he'd ever seen before. 


He realized at once that the man was human -- a stray shot had grazed hIs left arm, and the wound 
bled bright red. He also had to be a prisoner of Diana's; none of Tyler's people dressed like 


that, and the weapon locked In his grip was clearly of allen origin. 


Face grabbed the man's good arm. "Here! Hide behInd these boxes. We'll have the place mopped 
up In a few minutes, and then we can get some help for your arm..." 


Hatred glared from the stranger's green eyes as he studied the mercenary. "You!" he hissed. 
"You left me to die!" The laser In his hand zeroed In on the other man's chest. 


"What?" Face stared at him; he'd never even seen him before. "Hey, put that gun down! I'm 
trying to help you..." 
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"I'm goIng to kII! you, Starbuck, If It's the last thing | dose." 
"Starbuckeee 2" 


The strange weapon pointed unerrinngly at hIm as the man's mouth curled In a snarl. Face knew he 
wouldn't have a second chance. | just hope you're as Irrational as you looke.e. HIs foot lashed 
out In a round=house kick, and the weapon flew from the other man's right hand as he yelped fn 
pain. 


It was a momentary distraction, but all Face and his fast reflexes needed. Flicking his own 
borrowed laser to "stun," he fired, and the stranger crumpled to the dirt floor. 


"We'll pick you up later," he muttered as he dragged the unconsclous man between two boxes to 
conceal him. 


He leaped back Into the fray, Just In time to dive Into a smal! knot of Visitor soldiers. He 
sent them rolling like bowl!Ing pins, then IIt Into them with hIs weapon. A moment later, B.A. 
and Murdock joined hime But they were badly outnumbered, and were slowly forced back toward the 
mouth of the cave untIl several of Tyler's men arrived as reinforcements. 


Suddenly, It was all over. Those of the allens who were stIi!l on thelr feet retreated, leaving 
the cavern In Resistance hands. 


"Too easy,” Smith muttered as he surveyed the damaged hIde-out. 


"Easy!" Face cried, staring up at him from the floor. "You call that easy?" For emphasIs, he 
rubbed his shoulder, where a Visitor had sent him flyIng Into some heavy equipment. He'd have 
brulses for a week. 


"Fool's on the jazz," Be Ae growled. 


"Personally, | think we did remarkably well against the brutes," Murdock sniffed, affecting an 
exaggerated British accent. 


Ham Tyler stepped Into hIs pathe "Nobody asked you, Captain." HIs flat, non-reflective eyes 
were cold, hIs voice deadly. 


As If someone had flicked a switch, Murdock's adopted persona disappeared, to be replaced by hls 
Own personallty. Standing toe to toe with Tyler, he began to look extremely uncomfortable; 
finally, unable to stand the scrutiny any longer, he dropped hIs gaze to the floor. 


Satisfied, Tyler turned from hIm and addressed the entire gathertIng. "Smith's right. The snakes 
were protecting somethings My guess Is thls whole resistance show by them was to buy escape tIme 
for Dlanae" 


And we played right alongee. That's what bothered hIm the most. He'd spent part of the battle 
on his own, scouting the Inner chambers of the cave system, lookIng for the Visitor leader. He 
hadn't found her; the eluslve enemy had slipped away again -- although, this time, her escape had 
cost her. 


Face suddenly snapped his fingers, and ran to check on the man In brown he'd encountered during 
the battle. "Gone," he reported to the Colonel! after explaining the meeting. "And he acted like 
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he knew me, and hated me for some reason." 


"You ever meet his sister?" Smith cracked. "Well, whoever he Is, he's not here nowe Good thing 
Tyler didn't see him first, or we wouldn't have any mystery to worry about." 


Tyler overheard his last words, and glared at him. Smith merely grinned back, and finally IIt 
his cilgare "If he's working for them, he's not one of us any more," the Resistance leader 
snarled, "and | won't cry at his funeral." 


"Let's find out who he Is before we bury him, okay?" Face Interrupted. "He acted |IIike he might 
have been convertede" He felt Intensely curlous about the stranger. Who Is he? Why did he seem 
to recognize me? And why was his Instant reaction hatred and a drawn weapon? 


Tyler shrugged. "If you get to him first, fine. But he'd better stay out of my way." 


As he briskly strode away, Murdock -- proving he might be hurt, but could never be beaten -- 
stuck his tongue out at Tyler's retreating back. The deflant gesture brought more than a few 
appreclative smIlles and chuckles from the other members of the A- Team. 


Murdock sniffed. "Il was golng to suggest we room together at the V.A-, but If he's always IIke 
thate.." 


* * & E * 


"We're still working on the allen craft, but have no Idea how the thing works," Julfe Parrish 
reported. MIke Donovan and the enlIgmatic man known as "Archangel" nodded In response. 


"| don't think we'll need any extra help from UCLA, however. This could be security material, 
and we don't want just anybody having access to It." 


"| can see that," the government agent conceded, tapping his fingers on his cane. 
"|'m not sure | care for all thls government securlity.-.." Donovan began with a frown. 


The blonde sclentIist shook her head. "Sorry, Mikes I wish | could tell you both more, but..." 
Her volce tralled away, and she waved her report. The meaning was obvious -- she had work to do, 
and they were keepIng her from It. 


"We'll call It top secret for now, Dr. Parrish," Archangel decided. "I'I! send you a couple of 
assistants from one of our other Installations. Orders, Doctor. Sclence Frontiers Isn't exactly 
a prime government contractor, and my supertors want a |Ittle more direct Involvement with your 
worke They are especlally Interested In work of this nature, since It Involves an allen ship of 
unknown technology." 


The woman nodded neutrally, but her eyes suggested she was more than a IIttle disturbed at hls 
unexpected assistance. 


As the two men left the sclentist's office, Donovan had little to say; he wasn't comfortable 
around Archangel, and didn't want Idle conversation. He had too many unpleasant recollections 
from hIs days as an active journalist, when part of his Job had been exposing what this man -- 
and others IIke him -- did. And, too, dressed as he was In blue jeans and a flannel shirt, he 
found the Immaculate white sult the other man wore just a lIittle...-Intimidating, even as the 
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man's attitude daunted him. He left Archangel strictly alone, except as his work dictated, 
although he privately wondered about the man, and about what the cane and eye-patch signified 
about hIs paste And he wondered, too, why Julle seemed so cool and distant... 


"Mike?" 


Both men turned at the hesitant calle When he recognized WIilile, the Visitor fifth-columntist, 
Archangel nodded a greeting, then left the others to speak privately. 


"What Is It, WI1llle?" Donovan asked as the tall man In whIte | Imped away. 
"You have spoken to Julle?" 
"We Just left her. Why?" 


"Did she seem distinct..euh, distant, to you? She has been very much a loon this morning, and 
has not spoken to many people." 


Donovan looked puzzled for a moment, but he was rapidly becoming famIiltar with the allen's 
mangling of his language "A looneee? Oh, aloof! Right, that's exactly how she seemed. Do you 
Know of anything goIng on that might account for It?" 


Willie shook his head- "But | will watch her, If you wishe If something Is wrong, perhaps we 
can help her." 


"You do that, WIiille."™ 


Outside the main bullding of Sclence Frontiers, Michael Coldsmith-Briggs I11, code-named Arch- 
angel, slid Into the back seat of his walting Iimosine. An elegant woman with light cofftee- 
coloured skin, dressed entirely In white, walted for him. 


"She's hiding something, Marella," he sald. “And | want to know what It Ise | told her I'm 
goIng to send In some speclallsts from one of our contractors. She didn't IIke It, but didn't 
say a word. As of now, you began working at Humanidyne three years ago, speclalizing In engIneer- 
Ing designe Stetmeyer will handle the paperwork, and I'm sure Dr. Hayes won't protest too much. 
He knows who pays for those..-unusual experiments of hIs- Tomorrow, you'l|! be on loan to Sclence 
Frontiers." 


She nodded In complete understandinge "Of course, sir." 


"Parrish won't tell me anything about that allen ship. Find out what's happening there -- and 
what reasons she may have to cover up Information about the allens. But be careful. Something 
very strange Is golIng on, and | don't want you taking any unnecessary risks." 


"I'm sure | can handle It." 


"If | didn't think you could, | wouldn't be sending you In there. Incldentally, | think we'll 
send Caitlin O'Shaunessy In with you, as a techniclan. Hawke and Santini are stlll flylIng 
reconnalssance for the Resistance, looking for Diana, and I'm afrald they're too well known by 
now for this type of work. CaltlIn's got a good background In aviation, and she's a former Texas 
law enforcement officer, so she should be able to take care of herself." 
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Marella smiled. She knew Caltlin well. "I'm familfar with her backgrounds We should work well 
together." 


%* He HK 


The ejection site had been completely cleared, leaving few traces of man or machIne. If not for 
KITT's enhanced senses, they might have passed It altogether. Michael Knight observed hls 
prisoner's reaction to the empty patch of sand, and hIs Increasingly dejected mood, and decided 
Starbuck couldn't be one of the bad guys after all. He Jet the man brood during the long drive 
back to Los Angeles, breaking the sIlence only once to report to hIs headquarters when they were 
In sight of the clty. 


Devon Miles, head of FLAG, the Foundation for Law and Government, was an urbane gentleman with a 
great many responsIbliilties. The Foundation sometimes operated slightly beyond the pale of 
government knowledge, although supposedly always with the sanction of the proper authorities. 
Thelr secrecy and freedom of movement proved Invaluable during the helght of the ResIstance, when 
the head of Knight Industries coordinated with varlous shadowy figures to arrange support for 
groups behind the scenes, provide arms and ammunition, rescue clvIlfians, Insure some freedom of 
knowledge throughout the occupied portions of the country, and encourage cooperation between free 
zones of every Ideology. 


One of FLAG's principal weapons was Michael Knight, together with the expertmental vehicle he 
drove -- the Knight Industries Two Thousand, KITT for short. Knight was a man who legally didn't 
exist. He had been Detective Michael Long of the Los Angeles Police Department before a bullet 
destroyed his face, before the dying WIIlfred Knight recrulted hIm to drive the experlImental auto 
and roam the country, fighting for Justicee In his campalgn, he had the help of a sclentific 
genius ~~ Dre Bonnie Barstowe -- and an expert mechanic -- Reginald Cornellus III, known as 
ReC.3- He also had the full financlal backIng of Knight Industries. HIs battle had begun as a 
war against crime; now, It was a war agalnst the Visitors. 


Miles barely walted for Knight to finish hls update report, and was quite abrupt. "Take him to 
the Legation." 


"Are you sure that's wise?" A sidelong glance told him Starbuck wasn't at all fazed by KITT's 
capabilities, and he wondered what kInd of equipment the man was accustomed to. 


"Philip's In Los Angeles for the days He'll want to see your prisoner. And he's In a better 
position to judge...certain matters." 


"Why do | get the feeling there's something you're not telling me, Devon? | mean, It's not IIke 
us to go helping the Lizards with anything." 


Miles ralsed an eyebrow. "There have been some new developments, Michael. The Visitors may know 
your guest. Let's just say, for the time being, that we are cooperating with PhIiIIIp, usIng every 
means at our disposale Now, If you'l| excuse me, | have other matters to attend toe" The Image 
on KITT's recelver faded out. 


Michael Knight sighed. That's all | can get from him -- and It's not so unusual these daySee. 
Something Important was golng on, but the Information from hIs superlor did nothing to abate his 


curlosIty. 


As they drove Into Los Angeles, Starbuck seemed uncooperative, but much more curfous about his 
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surroundingse Michael delivered the stranger Into human security hands at the Visitor Legation, 
then left for his own rendezvous with the black Knight Industries semi-traller, where Bonnie and 
ReCe3 walted. 


As he pulled out of his parking space In front of the Legation, a passing sIlver-grey Nissan 
Sentra nearly clipped KITT's bumper. 


"What theee.?" 


"We were parked Illegally, Michael," KITT Informed hIm. "The young lady had no reason to expect 
us In her path.e" 


A glimpse In hIs rear-vlew mirror showed Knight an attractlve woman of about hIs own age, with 
shoulder-length blonde haire As she drove on down the street, he saw what looked IIke an art- 
Ist's portfollo on the passenger seat alongside her. "KITT...?" 


The car sIighede "Illinois IIcense plate, XQA 709. Michael, we really don't have time for this," 
It reproached. 


"Check her registration, find out where she's stay!Ing, and don't glve me any trouble, KITT." 


"Oh, very well. The vehicle Is registered to a River, R-I-V-E-R, first name..." 


* & kk 
"Diana escaped?" 


Smith shrugged, not at all concerned by Lydia's mounting anger. "So It seemse It looks IIke 
they had a new hIide-out all ready; they were moving out when we dropped In on them. | don't know 
what sort of plans the snake's got, but..." 


"You needn't worry, Commander," Tyler Interrupted, sneering at Lydlae "We'll find her." 


The men standing about nodded emphatically. Their certaInty was IIttle consolation to the 
Visitor officer. She wanted Diana dead. She most definitely did not want vague promises that 
they'd get her "next time." 


"Lydia," Phillip sald quietly, when It looked as though she might leap on Colonel Smith and use 
him as a mid-morning snack, "I will finish the debriefinge Perhaps you should check on our 
other ..«.guest?" 


She saluted. "Certainly, Inspector." 


She stil! couldn't get over thelr new "guest," as PhIIIp InsIsted on calling hIme He was human; 
that much was easy enough to determine. However, a brief medical study Indicated his physlology 
differed In many ways from that of hIs fellow humans. A theory was already beIng discussed -- 
that the man wasn't from this planet, that he and the other flyer reportedly shot down earller 
were advance scouts for another army, perhaps even for the Cylons themselves. 


Lydia wasn't certain whether she belleved the Idea or not. The VisItors' robotic creations had 


In the past proven Incapable of dealing with emotional and Illogical modes of behaviour -=- and 
such behaviour was the norm for homo saplense Reverting to thelr original programming, the 
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Cylons would probably destroy the humans In favour of the Supreme Cosmic Order; they wouldn't 
work with them! 


Of course, she mused, a lot of things could have changed over the years. Maybe humans from space 
actually have allied with the Cylons. After all, Philip Is cons!dertng such an alllance with the 
a nnn 
people of Earthee. 


She stopped at a monitor screen and stared at the man InsIde the holding chamber. He was pacing 
back and forth, studyIng every Inch of the room, obviously searching for any possIble means of 
escape. 


Now that she saw him agaln, she had proof of what she'd only suspected earller. Their "guest" 
was an almost perfect double for one of Colonel Smith's men -- Templeton Peck, the one they 
called Face, or Facemane And Peck Is one of those who let Diana escape... 


Struggling to control the venom that rose In her throat In response to her thoughts, Lydla placed 
her hand over the door locke The computer recognized the radion patterns Implanted In her body- 
sult, and the lock disengaged. As the door slid open, she strode Into the chamber. 


The man InsItde turned to face her, startled by her apparent matertalization In his celle When he 
actually saw her, however, he relaxed somewhat. "Thank the Lords!" he sighed. "| was expecting 
to come face to face with a talking IIzarde" An appreciative gleam appeared In hIs eyes as he 
took closer note of her face and form. "I certalInly didn't expect a human female, especially not 
such a lovely onee" He smiled engagingly. 


Lydia didn't comment on his faulty assumption, although she expertenced a sudden urge to retch 
violently. The last time | was mistaken for a human was when | wanted to bee... But so be It. 
If this human thinks he fs dealing with one of hIs own, he might be more cooperative... 


"1 am Commander Lydia," she told him. "| hope we have made you comfortable...?" She paused, 
walting for a response. 


"Look, Lydia," the man said, "you've probably got heaps of questions you want to ask me, rlght?" 
He dropped gracefully Into a chair, and Indicated she should sit as well. 


She remained standings He Is not In control here. | must make him understand that... "We are 
understandably curfous about your presence here. We Know you are not of this world." 


He chuckled. "That shouldn't've been too hard to figure out, especially since | Imagine your 
people are already dismantling my Viper." 


"Ah, yeS, yOureeeVIiper.-" She looked thoughtfule "An Interesting desIgn. We weren't aware the 
Cylons were headed In that direction. Or that they had formed an alllance with a race of space- 
farting humans." 


The man's expresston showed Increasing amazement as she spoke, untI! she reached the part about 
an allfance between humans and Cylons. Then he choked on the laughter that threatened to explode 
from hIme "Humans and Cylons? Lady, you're not operating on full throttle! They hate us!" 


His tone became softer, more wheedlIng- "Now, look, | can see that you people are desperate for 


help. You obviously don't know what you've gotten yourselves Into. So, I'm willlIng To make a 
deal. | told your assoclate with that KITT machine how | lost my wing-matee. We were flying 
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recon together when one of your craft shot him down. Now, we know he's allve, and probably In 
the hands of these Visitor characters..." 


He paused to make sure she understood everything, then continued. "I want him back. If you 
agree to help me, I'll talk to my commanding officers about arranging some sort of alllance 
between use" HIS volce grew even more coaxInge "Come on, Lydlae We humans need to stick 
together." 


It was all she could do to keep from laughing In his faces As soon as he stopped talking, she 
folded her arms across her chest and levelled an Icy stare at him. "I belleve you are mistaken, 
human," she told him coldly. Almost casually, her forked tongue flickered from between her IIps, 
and the man recolled violentlye “About a great many things." 


As the young man stared at her In shock and amazement, Lydia permitted herself a small smile of 
satisfaction. It was worth enduring hIs Insolence to reduce hIm to such a state with a casual, 
off-hand gestureee. 


Before she could add to hfs torment, however, the door opened again, admitting PhIlIp, Tyler, and 
Colonel Smith's band of mercenarles. "So, Lydia," the Inspector General asked, "how Is our guest 


faring?" 


"Il would Imagine he Is very confused right now, Inspector," she replied. "He has not sald 
anything, except that hIs people are not allled with the Cylons." 


"Well, just takIng a shot In the dark, !I'd say hIs name was St xe" Templeton Peck stepped 
forward, away from the others. As he came face to face with h -oppelggnger from space, the 
room grew deathly still. 

"It's Incredible," Face commented at last. He felt slightly queasy. What he had assumed to be a 
casual resemblance, exaggerated by the converslon process, was Instead a dramatic case of mis- 
taken Identity. 

"You'ree.eeme!" Starbuck stammered. 


"You think this Is the guy your attacker was after?" Smith querled. 


Face nodded. "Bet on ite Same unlform, same name, and |! don't think | need to mention the 
facial similarity." 


The bemused Starbuck managed to follow very IIttle of the conversation, but flInally, at least 
part of what the others were talking about registered with hime "Same unlform.e.. Apollo! You 
found Apollo!" 

"Dark halr, green eyes, dressed |Ike you?" Face asked. 

The Colontal Warrlor nodded eagerly. "That's him! Where Is he? Is he all right?" 

The members of the A-Team exchanged worrted looks as Face took Starbuck by the arm and led him 


back to his chalre "SIt down, Starbuck. There are a few things we need to explain to you, be- 
ginning with ‘attitude adjustment...'" 


eet ke 
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| may well be the most Ingenious military leader Homeworld has ever known, Diana thought as she 


studied her reflection In a mirror. With only a handful of loyal supporters, | have managed to 
gain control of an entire human community, and of the most prominent sclentific research and 
er Sse 
development facIIiIty on this planet... 








"Which only proves my previous set~-backs were the result of Incompetent and disloyal followers," 
she pouted aloud to the Image In the glass. 


Her Intercom buzzed, requesting her attention. "Yes?" she demanded Impertously. 


"Commander," one of her lab assistants reported, "Captain Apollo Is here. We awalt your presence 
to begin the testing." 


She smilede “Good. I! shall be down presently." 


The Visitor leader wasn't certain why she wanted to run so many tests on the human from space. 
Nor did she quite know why she permitted work to continue on the spacecraft, or why she took such 
an Interest In the knowledge both subjects ylelded. As with most of her greatest dIscoverles In 
the past, she simply nursed a suspicion that the key to her victory was hidden In the Information 
she gleaned. 


Apollo, as expected, was quite docile. He cooperated with all the tests, and asked a good many 
questions about what Diana was dolng and about the equipment she used. WIth any other prisoner 
or subject, she might have been concerned, but her early psychological testing showed cur losity 
was very strong In the Captain's personality. Aside from that, she actually enjoyed hls company. 


An hour after the tests were concluded, Diana revlewed the results over a late lunch of fleld 


mice. As she studied the genetic scans, she spotted something unusual, and froze In amazement, 
gripped by excitement. 


She had to re-read the data four times before accepting what It sald and what It meant. When she 
was sure, she buzzed Jullet In the maln office upstairs. There can be absolutely no margin for 
error In thise If | am right, | have found the key to Incredible power... 
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"Yes, Dlana?" 


She's alone, the Commander thought. If she had guests, or was with a member of the Sclence 
eee ———————$——$—$KL sss 
Frontlers human staff, she would not address me by name... 
,, , 


"Is there any word from Andrew In San Carlos?" She had left the Juntor Ilteutenant In the town 
with a few shock troops, to Insure thelr contInued control over the humans there. 


"None since this morning." 


"Well, get someone on It right away. I! want to know what Is happenIng there. I! also want a copy 
of all available data on the Starchild Elfzabeth, and on her mother, RobIn Maxwell." 
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Commander Adama was painfully aware of the eyes that surreptitiously followed him as he paced 
back and forth across the command platform. It seemed to him that everyone on the bridge nursed 
an unspoken accusation almed directly at him -- not just because of the dlsappearance of Apollo 
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and Starbuck, but also for what thelr yahrens-old quest had brought them toe. "How could | have 
known?" he murmured aloud to no one In particular. 


Omega, the GALACTICA's chlef communications officer, turned to hime "Sir?" he asked, as though 
Adama's mumbl Ings might have been directed at him. 


The Commander smiled slightly, and shook his head. "Nothing, Omegae The hollow rantings of a 
demented old man." 


Another officer might not recognize hIs humour, but Omega had worked with hIm for yahrens, sInce 
long before the final Destruction. He chuckled appreclatively. "Yes, sir." 


Adama moved closer, peering over the younger man's shoulder. "Any change?" 


He knew there wouldn't be any; If there had been, the efficlent Omega would have reported It 
Immediately. But both hIs question and the answer to It would help convince his crew that he did 
care, that he wasn't the cold "man of Iron" they belleved him to be. 


Omega shook his head. "No, sire Nothing since we picked up the emergency beacon from Lieutenant 
Starbuck." 


"Commander, It's time we made contact with Earth's leaders!" 


Adama didn't have to turn to know Colonel Tigh stood just behInd him. His second-In-command had 
hammered away at the same theme for close to two centarse It was all the Commander could do to 
keep from throwIng a large, heavy object at his alde, just to get him to shut up -- a highly 
uncharacterlstic response to frustration. 


No, he thought, struck by a sudden Inspiration. No, don't scream at hime They'll lock you up In 
Life Station before you can blink. Test hime See how well he's thought this thing through. 
Sagan knows, with the Cylons closing In, we can't afford to be cautious much longer... 


"So, Colonel," he sald, slowly turning to face the other man, "what do you propose we do?" 


Tigh froze. After two centars of brush-offs, the last thing he expected was for Adama to start 
listening to hime To his credit, he didn't hesitate long. He took a deep breath. "Commander, 
we've come unannounced Into a highly confusing situation. Our recon patrol has told us nothing, 
except that somebody down there has enough fire-power to knock our Vipers out of the sky." 


"The polInt, Tigh, the point." A definite edge crept Into the older man's volce. 


"The polnt, Commander, Is that | belleve It Is time -- no, past time ~~ to officlally announce 
our presence In Earth's sector of space. Her people are already Involved In a war with an allen 
race. | fall to see how our presence could send them any deeper Into culture shock than they 
already are. Also, as fellow humans, don't we owe them a warning about the greater danger they 
face from the Cylons?" 


"We don't know the Cylons are the greater threat," the Commander chided. "We know very IIttle 
about thIs Visitor race the people of Earth are fighting, other than thelr reptilian nature." 


"All the more reason for us to enter Into the situation, to make our presence known. We have no 
other choice!" 


- Tia 


The final teste Now, let's see exactly how much he belleves In hIs planeee "There Is another 
alternative," Adama told his aldee "You say that, as fellow humans, we owe them a warning. 
Won't we be doing our sister world a greater service by departing this sector, and drawing the 
Cylons away?" 


His words sent a ripple of amazement and consternation through the officers who were close enough 
to hear hime Slowly, the ripple spread outward, until everyone on the bridge was elther talking 
about, |Istening to, or speculating on what the Commander had sald. 


Colonel Tigh Ignored everybody but Adamae "Commander," he sald sternly, “you know that If we 
abandon Earth now, we'll have a mutiny on our hands. That planet and the hope It represents are 
all that has kept this Fleet going for so many yahrens. If you snatch that hope from our people, 
the Lords of Kobol help us all!" 


To everyone's surprise, Commander Adama laughed. "Very well, Colonel, you've convinced me. A 
diplomatic envoy It Ise Omega, prepare to send a planet-wide broadcast. Navigation, find us a 
good spot for a confrontation between races to take placee Colonel, let me see your list of 
volunteers." 


Tigh passed him the sheet, and Adama looked It over. "Tigh, | want you to take Lleutenants 
Boomer, Sheba, Jolly, and Greenbean as fighter escort." He looked up at hls executive officer, a 
mischlevous glint In his eyes. "Il assume, of course, that you planned on yourself as contact 
officer..." 


The Colonel was practically speechless. "I, um, well, Commander, there are really only three 
people on the GALACTICA who've had any experlence at all at this sort of thing, and..." 


Adama clapped him on the shoulder. "Say no more, my friend. If the sItuation weren't so un- 
certain, I'd go myself." Briefly, he sobered. "All enthuslasm aside, though, there Is a great 


deal of danger In thise We don't even know If they will recognize our flag of truce. | want you 
to take no chances. I! can't afford to lose you, too." 


The two friends shared a brief moment of silence, clasping hands. Then Tigh pulled awaye "With 
the Commander's permission, I'II start assembling the escort Immediately." 


"Father?" 


Adama turned to face his daughter. "What Is It, Lleutenant?" He put Just enough stress on her 
rank to remind her that, despite the excitement, they were still Commander and subordinate on the 
bridge of a battlestar. 


Athena reddened slightly, but remained determined. "Commander, Colonel Tigh will need a shuttle 
pilot. In addition to belIng well-qualified for that position..." 


"Overly qualified," Tigh Interrupted, correcting her. 


She nodded. "Overly qualified, thene In addition, | am also Colonel TIgh's alde. 1! wish to 
volunteer to go with the envoy." 


The Commander studied his daughter for a long moment. With Apollo gone, with Zac dead, she was 
his only remaining child.e He preferred to keep her on the bridge, out of danger.e It was self- 
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Ish, he knew -- the father Intruding on the Commander. Unfortunately, In this situation, she's 

Aditi MEE ME AM A ST ne 
right. She's the best one for the jobese. "All right," he told her. "Request granted. Get 
moving, you two." 


Athena's eyes widened, her expression rapidly changing from hope to disbellef, then to delight. 
For a moment, she looked as though she might break all the rules of military decorum and give her 
father a hug, right on the bridge of h!is own battlestar. But she restrained herself, settling 
for a proper salute -- and a broad grine Then she and Colonel Tigh left the bridge. 


Commander Adama turned back to Omega- "Do you have the Information | requested?" 


The young officer nodded. "Navigation shows a fairly good-sized airfleld that should be Ideally 
sulted for landing our shIps.e It would probably be expedient to arrange contact at that polnt." 


He nodded. "Very good. Navigation, transmit data to all ships. Communications, ready for 
broadcaste..™ 


"Ready, sir." 
"Transmit." 


Omega pressed several buttons, then signalled the Commander that, whenever he began speaking, he 
would be heard all across the planet Earth. 


Adama took a deep breath, not surprised to find hIs heart racing. “People of Earth..." 


* & HH 


Waiting proved to be a torture In and of Itself.e At any moment, Julle fully expected Dlana or 
James to appear at the door of her cell, turn off the energy fleld that locked her In, and escort 
her to a conversion chamber. 


She shuddered. It was five years sInce she last entered the VIisItors' chamber of horrors, and 
the experltence still IIved In her subconsclous and her nightmares. 


Rising, she began to pace the cell, arms crossed over her chest. At least, last time, | didn't 
know what to expect. Whoever sald Ignorance Is bliss certalnly knew what he was talking about... 


You beat her beforeee. 


The thought seemed to spring out of nowhere, and It stopped her cold. | did, too, didn't 1? The 
realization brought new strength, and new resolve. Maybe | can use my memorles of that first 
trip through the conversion process In my own defence, Instead of letting Diana use them to 
weaken Meecoe 


Slowly, she resumed her seat on the lumpy mattress. "I! know who | am, and where | am, and | know 
what that bitch's game Ise" She forced a smile, hoping the Visitor leader was watching. "How 
can | lose?" 


She spent the next several hours trying to analyze every moment she had spent In the converston 


chamber all those years before. It was difficult to malntaln an objective distance, but she knew 
she had to If she were to convince herself that the Images she faced In the chamber were Just 
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that -- fantasles drawn from her own fears. 


She had no way of knowing whether her preparations would do any good In the end. Remembering the 
confrontation with her alfen double, she suspected they wouldn't. Dlana Intended to keep Sclence 
Frontiers open and running as usuale The company would work for the VisItors' ends; with Jullet 
In charge, no one would realize Ite In fact, no one would even know Julle was missing, and that 
would gIlve Diana all the time she wanted to exact her revenge. 


"Hello, Julle.™ 
She looked up as the dark-halred Visitor leader entered the cell, flanked by two men she didn't 
recognizee One was a Visitor; the other was a young man In a tan outfit resembling a unl form. 


As Diana approached, she rose to her feet, trying to adopt a defiant stance. 


The action only served to amuse the Visitor commander, who chuckled. "My, my. Ready for any- 
thing, aren't we? How nice." 


"We alm to pleasee" Her sarcastic tone was unmistakable. Hatred steadied her, enabling her to 
match her enemy's expresslIon. 


"Julfle, dear," Diana sighed dramatically, "you have always mIsread my Intentions." Her gaze 


hardened slightly. "But there Is plenty of time to dIscuss our past relationship." Julle 
couldn't control a shudder as she thought of all the hidden Implications In that simple state- 
ment, and the Visitor smiled at her victory. "lI have brought someone for you, a man | know you 


will want to talk toe" She gestured at the darker of her companions, the one In tan pants and 
Tunic. 


The blonde scientist spared the man the briefest of glances, preferring to keep her attention on 
Dianae If this Is one of her tricks, | refuse to be taken In by Itee- 


The repti!ian woman laughed lightly. "Oh, don't worry, Julle. He Is one of your people. Or 
perhaps | should say you are both humans. He Is not of thIs planet, you see. HIs attitude, 
however, Is much better than yours. He understands the benefits of cooperating with me." 


She turned to the young mane "Apollo, this Is Julle Parrish, an Earth sclentIst who belleves me 
to be her enemys She does not understand the danger we now face, and the dire necessity for us 
to work together as friends. You must tell her all about yourself, about where you come from, 
and most especlally about the threat the Cylons pose to us all. 


"Julle, after you speak with Apollo, | hope you will be In a more agreeable mood. Now, Douglas 
and | will leave you to your discussion." With the barest of nods, she left, followed closely by 
her Visitor guard. 


Julie couldn't help staring at the young man who smiled so congenlally at her. Studying him, she 
felt a rush of pity. You poor bastard, you never had a chance... 


He didn't notice her expression -- or, If he did, he chose not to comment on It. Instead, he 
took a seat beside her. "Hello, Julle. I'm Captaln Apollo of the battlestar GALACTICA. Accord- 


Ing to Diana, you and | have some things to discuss." 


"Hat That's a good one. Forgive me, Captain, because I'm sure you're really a wonderful person 
under normal circumstances. You see, though, you've been converted, and therefore, | can't be 
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expected to belleve anything you say." 


Instead of offering the SIckenIngly sweet "Visitors are your frtends" pitch she expected, the 
young man sobered. "You have to IIsten to me," he sald earnestly. "You have to understand what 
your people have done by summoning the Cylons to Earth." 


CylonsSees Oh, no! In her mind, she saw herself standing with MIke Donovan on a windswept 
hitistde, monitoring the Resistance broadcast that asked for ald from the Cylonse We knew 
nothing about the race we called, the race we put so much falth Ines. In thls case, It seems the 
solution we sought might be potentially far worse than the problem we havee.e. "Who exactly are 
you?" she asked, her volce shaky. 


Apollo took her hand In hise "I'm from a great ship called a battlestar. | was flying a fighter 
craft very similar to the one you and your sclentIsts are Investigating upstairs." 


That confused her, until! she reallzed he was talking about her double. Well, If he doesn't know 
about the bodysuits, maybe he really isn't one of Diana's peoplese.e "You sald something about 
Cylonse So did Diana, for that matter. Tell me what you know about them. DId she explain that 
they are enemies of her people?" 


He smiled at her as If she were a child Incapable of graspIng the gravity of a sItuation. 
"Julie, the Cylons are the enemles of every freedom-loving, free-thinkIng race In the unlverse. 
Thelr standing order where humans are concerned Is total extermination. 


"Listen to me. Yahrens ago, my people IIved In a system of twelve worlds. Our soclety had 
reached a level of culture, commerce, and peace that most clvIIIsatlons only dream about..." 


As he spun his tale of total destruction, Julle's eyes brimmed with tears; she reallzed what she 
and Mike had unwittingly brought to the war-ravaged Earth. It all makes sense. Even If he's 
only parroting Diana's words, | can't take the chance that they're her usual Iles- Too much Is 
at stake... 





All right, then. I'm golng to escapee Even If | have to pretend to help Diana, even If I'm 
killed In the process, It'll be worth It. I've got to trye.. 





And |'il take you with me, Apollo, she vowed silently.» Somehow, some way, my friends and | will 
find a way to help youe You have so much to teach uSee. 








You just didn't know any better... 





(To be concluded.) 
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FROM DEEP SPACE.e. 


A long time ago, In another fanzine -- the ubiquitous PURPLE AND ORANGE? -- we began to use thls 
final space for comments and observations, news, and thanks to everyone who worked on each zine. 
We would IIke to continue what has become a tradition, here In THE OSIRIS FILES. 


As most fans know by now, sclence fiction and fantasy might be allve and very well Indeed -- but 
certainly not on American television. Except for WEREWOLF, MAX HEADROOM <-- cancelled as of 
mid-October 1987 -- and STAR TREK: THE NEXT GENERATION, there really Isn't much sclence fiction 
left on the small screen. And, tet's face It, as fantasy, BEAUTY AND THE BEAST leaves a great 
deal to be desired. Of course, there remalns all that wonderful BritIsh programmInge.. 


A sad note, as our only bit of news In this Issuee Lorne Greene, best known as BONANZA's Ben 
Cartwright, dled on 11 September 1987 at the age of 72. BATTLESTAR GALACTICA fans wlll remember 
him as the stern, paternal Commander Adama, who led his "rag-tag fugitive fleet" on their lonely 
quest for Earth. We will miss him. 


There remain a number of people who have done outstanding work for this premiere Issue of THE 
OSIRIS FILES. Linda Ruth Pfonner Is a master of mayhem and cruelty to dumb characters. She has, 
over the years, managed to mangle her princIpals with the best of them -- but always for the sake 
of the story. For us, she rather thoroughly "trashed" Stringfellow Hawke, In a story AIRWOLF 
fans are never likely to forget. 


Mary Robertson has written many things for OSIRIS Publications In the past, and continues to 
prove her talent In THE OSIRIS FILES. "Angels We Have Heard on High" Is a IIttle gem of charac~ 
terlsation, and we look forward to lots more. 


Lisa Mudano makes her first appearance as an author In this Issue of our zinee A skilled writer 
with Interests In many medla unlverses, she Is also a competent proofreader, an excellent plotter 
and advisor, and a wonderful provider of moral supports Not only that, but she can draw, too! 
She Is a highly versatile young lady, and we are dellghted to welcome her to our staff. 


Proofreaders Mary Greeley and David Morgan have done similar meticulous work for us on other 
publications, and always manage to find the things we misse They are the ones who add our final 
pollsh, and we could never do as well without them. 


We have known artist joan hanke-woods for nearly as many years as we have known fandom; we have 
loved her work all that time, and are always proud to publish more of Ite Tonl Hardeman Is fast 
becoming an old friend, and she keeps on getting better and better; you will undoubtedly see a4 
lot more of her In the future. And Suzette Henderson Is another promising newcomer; keep an eye 
on her! 


Our sIncere thanks to all the people named here, and to all the others who have given us thelr 
assistance and advise In preparing THE OSIRIS FILES #1. Our fanzine wouldn't be what It Is with- 
out them. 

And now, an appeal to you, our readers. Please write, and let us know what you think of this 


first OSIRIS Publications effort at a general media zIne. Your letters of comment will appear In 
THE OSIRIS FILES #2, In print for Memorial Day of 1988. We look forward to seelIng you then! 


Seo 
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OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in announcing THE OSIRIS FILES, a new 
fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and the many 
ways in which these media treat fantasy and science fiction. 


Fly with the freedom of an eagle aboard a unique super-sonic helicopter. 
Travel through space with a rag-tag fleet of refugees as they search for 
safety on a possibly mythical world. Combat an evil, corrupt Empire with the 
brave warriors of the Rebel Alliance. Explore new worlds and new civilisa- 
tions with the crew of the starship ENTERPRISE -- or explore the ancient 
civilisations of our own world with Indiana Jones. 


ATRWOLF 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA 
RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK 
STAR TREK 
STAR WARS 
Stories from all these popular films and television series, as well as ALIENS, 
DRACULA, E.T., KNIGHT RIDER, MAD MAX, OUTLAND, STARMAN, V, WOLFEN — and 


anything else our readers desire and contributors care to submit -- can await 
you on the pages of each issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE OSIRIS FILES is intended to be an annual publication, although additional 
issues may appear throughout the year. For detailed information on submis- 
sions, please refer to the back of this flyer. O 









Wander the many dimensions of time and space 
with the Doctor, a meddling Time Lord from the 
planet Gallifrey. Travel the far reaches of 
the galaxy with the freedom fighters of the 
Liberator. Explore the vast depths of Sher- 
wood Forest, fighting oppression and injustice 
with the Hooded Man and his followers. 


DOCTOR WHO. 
BEAKE S72 
ROBIN HOOD. 
THE AVENGERS. 
THE PRISONER. 
THE PROFESSIONALS. 
DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE. 
Stories from all these popular series -- and 
any others our readers desire and contribu- 


tors care to submit -- can await you on the 
pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For 
information on prices and contents of specific 
issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is intended to be an 
annual publication. For detailed information 
On submissions, please refer to the back of 
this flyer. 


O 


OSIRIS Publications takes 
great pride in announcing THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, a new fan- 
zine devoted entirely to the 
realm of British television. 
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OSIRIS Publications proudly presents IMAGINATION, a new fanzine devoted en- 
tirely to original works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION is intended to be an annual publication. It will contain stories, 
poetry, essays, songs, and art from writers and artists who have the potential 
to become true professionals in the fantasy/science fiction field. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, Stamped envelope to: 


IMAGINATION 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


We urge all those who want to see their work in print, who want to share their 
writing and art with others in fandom, to submit their efforts for our consid- 
eration. For additional information on submissions, please refer to the back 
of this flyer. 


Remember, the realm of IMAGINATION is open to all who dare to dream. 


O 
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